39, Deanston Drive Glas GAL 3AG 
22 dug 75 


Dear Charlie - 

Glad te hear from you & glad to see the old zest & spirit is 
coming back after what must have been a pretty crushing blow. I did 
not expect to hear from you so soon. I knew you wouldn't be feeling 
like writing letters except te your family. I thought you'd already 
been moved te Saughton & was surprised to see your letter was from 
Barlinnie. As a matter of fact I met RU last Monday & he was telling 
me he'd written a letter to you at Saughton. Anyway, I'm sending this 
letter to you at Barlinnie. I expect both RL's & this one will reach 
you all right whichever place you're at. I hope so at any rate. I'm 
Pleased you're writing. It makes you look closely into your life. The 
best writer is the one who cam lock & be honest about what he sees. 
The better the writer the more rigorously he scrutinises his life, 
past & present. This isn't to say he always learns from his mistakes. 
Francois 4llon changed the whole course of the language of French 
poetry but was in & out of prisons & always just escaping the gallows 
by a hairsbreadth his whole life. The history of literature is strewn 
with such eases. But as Socrates said: The unexamined life is not 
worth living. And the things most likely to yield us some insight into 
our own personal life & existence in general are the mistakes we make. 
I always feel that a men's mistakes make the most interesting, as well 


ag perhaps the most enlightening, part of his life story. So our mistakes 


are good for us as well as bad. As long as they don't kill us we should 
be able te put them to some use. So write on, Charlie, and grow wise in 


the process. 


qari, 141° 


I think vhat is wrong with this story is that 
you never quite manage to make the central 
character a really credible 75«year~old. There 
is a lack of incisiveness in the portrait which 
leaves him a kind of blur. That is the baste 
wealnegs in the story. Nobedy can get very 
interested in the fate of a blur. His motivations 
de not grow out of him but are tacked on as it 
were. Also the writing itself tended to Ps 
cunbrous aud lumbering and, quite simply, too 

many things ware just not expressed clearly 
enough. The aim ghould be for clarity and 
conciseness and that 1a never easy and takes 
rather mors than two weeks to schieve. Tou might 
have done better to follow Geoffrey's admittedly 
laborious practice instead of just peneing his 
ideas. If you're going te snipe at art, at least 
try to be original. I will say, though, the story 
has some quite humorous moments. 


Farquhar. 


Bsm. Flat 
6, Balvicar Drive 
Glasgow G4l 8QS 


28 ii 80 


Dear Carl MacDougal: 


Thanks for digging me up - after I'd 
been down so long. 


I think WORDS must be strong to be 
able to do that. 


I wend you this time a littlé selection 
from which you can take your pick. I put 
in no dates but you'll be able to see that 
some ig old and some is fairly recent work, 


You have already carried two chapters of 
the novel I am writing. I have not sent you 
a third because I don't want to push my 
luck, You have given me tremendous 
encouragement to go on and finish this 
book. For that I cannot find words to 


express my gratitude. 


I hope perhaps we can meet at the next SSP 
meeting which is this Sunday. I hope to see 
you then, Incidentally I too have been a 
DREAMER in that nicely delineated SS office. 
The way you paint it, I am almost looking 
forward to my next visit....+ 4 


Hope this finds you well 


Farquhar Maclay 


Basement Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow Gi2 89S 


27 i44 80 
Dear Mr Ihuaphriea: 


I am sending you three short stories which, as 

you will see, are closely linked and which I'd 

like to have published together, I got your John 
Herdman publication recently and was very impressed = 
both with content and the tasteful way it was put 
together and printed. I was thinking perhaps these 
stories might mke a little volume of similar size, 


Two of the pieces have already appeared in WORDS, 
Carl MacDougal's magazine, and the other was 
broadcast as a half-hour monologue on Radio 4. 


It has always seemed to me a pity that slim 
volumes of verse are always rather moro acceptable 
to publishers than slim volumes of prose. Sut 
miybe this is changing. 1 hope it is. There are 
other things I could send you if you felt a 
larger volume made more sense. Perhaps you will 
write and let me know the harsh economic facts 
of life and mybe we could come to some 
arrangement, 

Looking forward to hearing from you, 


Sincerely 


Farquhar Melay 


Basement Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 89S 


4 iv 80 


Dear Mr Humphries: 


Thanks for your prompt reply. I was sorry to hear 
you have given up general publishing, I have seen 
and enjoyed many of your publications over the 
years. I would certainly have been willing to meet 
the printing costs had you been able to distribute 
the book for me. You'll understand I was not hoping 
to make any money, even failing to break even would 
not have worried me, but my hope wes that you would 
be able to get the books into the shops for me. It 
is a side of things about which I mow nothing and 
am not confident I could handle with any success. 
Porhaps, anyway, you could give me some idea what 
the cost of printing might be, and thanks again for 
your courteous reply. 


Sinc erely F) 


Farquhar Mclay 


04 “rie 3069 


Bsm. Flat 
6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 sys 


12 iv 80 


Dear Mr Humphries: 

tes I'm interested, &ctually I was on the point 
of writing to you this morning when your letter arrived 
with the scripts. I ws going to tell you to hold on to 
them. After having given it some thought - not too much 
of course - I have decided to go ahead and have the stuff 
printed and be my own publisher. (Well, there's a Barabbas 
in everybody, I expect, just dying to get out.) Anyway, the 
fact that the whole of it, in one form or another, has 
already come before the public with moderate success, gives 
me confidence there will be a market for the book, I have 
added a fourth piece which, in slightly altered form, was 
broadcast and published in the Listener some years back, 
This my take the book a bit beyond 32 pages, I don't know. 
Maybe you could let me have an exact quote, now you have 
all the mteriel. 500 copies seems CX. I think I could sell meer 
half that number on a personal basis and try getting the 
rest into the shops. I realise you can do nothing till the 
end of summer - can we say September? - but I feel it's 
best you have the material at hand, so I'm sending this 
stuff on to you yet agin. Looking forward to hearing from 
you, 


Sincerely, 


Saami, 


Farquhar McLay 


Bsn. Flat 
6, Salvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G2 895 


Be MmoeAw ot. 


Dear Jimny, thanks for the letter which you apprised me of 
earlier in the week & which 1 was looking forward to & enjoyed 
very much, That poor imprisoned gentlemen in the cafe, in 
mortal dread of a lewd and libidinous assault, had my ribs 
stretched. I'm not used to laughing so carly in the day. I've 
found myself that sexunlity in one form or another often 
surprises us at funerals & wakes. The proximity of a corpse 
seems to have a lubriclous quility all of its own. You mention 
the visit we payed to the Glen a few years back, That was 
something of a let-down, ae 1 recall, but whgn is going back 
anything else? 1t was like a visit to a cemetary, one feels 
unreal and ineffectwal, I'd have been happier had we found it 
resed. Nurse Gillanders' suicide scened perfectly in keeping. 
Her death fitted better than cither of us wandering through 
the place. The visit to the Qudolph Steiner school was © 
better move. I remember I had Steiner's autobiography on me 
the day we saw Marry off at Queen Street en route fer 
Wivachilles. That was 1958, He had a lot of veluable things 
to say. Iwas attracted by the idea of growing-up as loss as 
well as gain, which restored the balance between child and 
adult and mive the processes of childhood their om validity 
and scope, rather than looking at them as processes to be got 
out of the way and ended with minimus delay, Of course i 
didn't know at the time he actually had a school in Scotland. 
I think it wee a braver attempt than 4,5, leill's because 
Steiner left nobody out, ss you imow. I thought perbaps you 
might have tried teaching there, I think you would have been 
OK with those kids, in that setting. 


speeding 


By the way, I don't mean that the failure of that visit to 

the Glen was due to changes elther in us or in the place. 

People and places change outwardly but in essence remin 
stubbornly the same, We only become what we always were. We 

are not always what we claim to be, not because we are 

frauds, but because we simply don't know what we are. We 

try to anticipate the potential we feel within and we often 

read it slightly wrong. If we had mastered the trick of 

knowing what we were, in time, before we became it in the 

full sense, we wouldn't get tangled up in the illusion that 
we've been overtaken by some almighty change. Unhappy memories 
suppurating in the mind force us to believe in change. But the 1 
images of past pain were made by us ~ the unchanging self who 
suffers still, still receives impressions and builds up imges 
for future use. No, what I mean about the Glen is that the 
memory, the impressions we have built up into images which for 
each of us in his different way have come to represent the 

Glen, is part of us and has no reality outside of us. The Glen 
is inside us as we made it, This ig what makes it pointless 
rturning to places, as though the past existed out there. But 
enough of this rubbish, you know what I'm talking about. I 

will tell you something new. In the case of B, v. Procurator 
Fiscal, the PF won, which may not come as a terrible surprise 
to you and me but did to one or two other people, namely B. and 
his inept lawyer, who actually disclosed to the court a previous 
conviction which the police hadn't even listed against B. but 
which B, was rash enough to mention to the lawyer before going 
into court. It was a shambles, He got fined a tenner (the same 
as for the speeding offence) and doubtless the lawyer's fee will 
be quite a bit more, Nobody ever gets acquitted in that court. 
It's run for the lawyers and the police and the city treasurer, 
I told B, long, long ago but he wouldn't believe me. He believes 
me now. But be discreet, I would appreciate it, I don't think B, 
would be happy to hear I was discussing his affairs through the 
mails. 


Yes I think we were both idealists in the Glen. Our situation 
was tco appalling for pessimism. We had to believe, or at 
least half-believe, in the betterment of mn. Remember Harry 
in bed, his headphones on and the tears streaming down his 
face as he lfatened to Yeautiful Isle of Somewhere sung by an 
American evangelist? We could laugh at that because it seemed. 
to sum up the despair which we battled against. "Somewhere the 
sun is shining"- Christ I'm still Jaughing and that's because 
it's no laughing matter. In time our desperation took us 
different roads, as we tried coping with it in different 
ways, and there is no right way. I suppose it is better to 

be propelled by it in some direction or other, into some 
actielty or other, than to be crippled by it and laid low in 
quietist despair, but I'm net sure which is dest. Looking at 
my own life I seem to have spent long stretches of time in 
these hollows, but without too much despondency, I have to 
admit. It may be no laughing mtter but that is not to say 
we cannot laugh. I was glad to see from your letter that you 
had worked yourself free of the depression which overtook 
you a little while ago. 1 cane quite close to taking a trip 
up to see you at that time but other things got in the way. 

i was going through the Edinburgh bookshops last week and 
came across @ little volume ex libris Mark William Kramrisch. 
It was like meeting the old fellow agiin. No doubt it was one 
of the bocks left behind in Mollinsburn and reported as lost 
in the flames. Thus do our past misdeeds return to haunt us. 
I'll sign off here, with warmest regurds to Anne and the 
children, and hoping to hear from you again soon. All the best. 


eee 


Dear Peter: Havergal's 4th sentence could be 
deceiving. Is it simply a restatement of. . 
sentence Ne.2 or is he suggesting that mental 
hospital/therapy session "become clear" in the— 
imperfect quarto ef 16037 It cannet surely 
mean the latter. Such things had not been 
invented by 1603. So all it really comes to 

is "in the Citz presentation" these things 
become clear. Shakespeare has had nothing to 
do with it. But why the smoke screen? If they 
want to fuck Shakespeare that's fine, but it 
is dishonest te pretend that it is Shakespeare 
who has fucked himself. The real trouble with 
the mental hospital idea is that too much of 
the text is out of alignment with it. Result: 
two plays rolled into one with neither giving 
(except perhaps momentarily, here and there) 
any aid or comfort to the other, and the 
audience "driven mad" trying to disentangle 
the Shakespeare they knew from the Macdonald 


he had become+ 1. wuts THERAPY NECESSARY? 


Kind regards. 


Fe 


Basement Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 &QS 
23 Noy 1981 


Dear Mr MacDougal: I was in touch with the 
Markinch Centre this morning & apprised of 

the fact that WORDS is now defunct. It grieved 
me to hear it. I must confess I grew to like 
the magazine very much, & not just because you 
printed my stuff ~ it had a freshness & openness 
which you don't find everywhere. 


Not being aware of the realities of the 
situation I have kept pelting you with mss. & 
worse ~ emendations to mss, The last I heard 
from you was in early August 1980 when you 
wrote: "I am long past making promises about 
what will appear where, but I can say I am 
doubtful that THE BECAONING will appear in 
WORDS 11." It didn't, alas. 


I had better list the items I have sent you. 
I. THE BECKONING, plus three or so 
Pages of other material to be 


incorporated into the story. 


2. AULD COONCILLOR WI A GUID FEY IN 
HIM, a poem in Scots 


3. BITS OF A LIFE NGI, which waa 
a compilation of extracts from my 
journal. 

4e THE FIEND, a short story which was 


a reworking of the basic mterial 
in THE BECKONING. 


T enclosed a stamped/addressed envelope with 
each of these items. 


I expect you have been waiting to see whether 
WORDS could be got going again or perhaps you 
have just got snowed under. Anyway, if there 
is no possibility of any of this stuff being 
used, I'd be grateful if you'd return them to 
me. I have copies of none of this stuff except 
THE BECKONING. 


I wish you good luck with your radio play 
tomorrow evening which I shall make a point 
of listening to. 

All the best for now. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar Mclay 


4 xii 81 


Dear Peter: Just keeping my head down as 1 de 
for leng spells these days. Seldom really feel 
like going places & meeting people. Hepe yeu 
will understand thie. Of course it's easy to 
send a note, but I was too unwell even for 
that over the past couple ef weeks. I think 
I'm a little better now. I don't look for 
company & prefer sechusion. Do not take this 
as anything personal. It's my way with every- 
body. I admire your energy & vitakity which 
you have never lost. Long may they remain te 
you. I enjoyed the poem very much, it spoke in 
an honest voice. I wish you luck in the 
competition. Perhaps I could submit something 
nyself, butxasixbetngximxaxanitnaxmayxdiobar 
mex but these entry fees which are now common 
practice are a bit of a cheek. Looked at 
another way, of course, since poetry no longer 
pays, I suppose it s the only alternative. 
Anyway, all the best for now. Iktixammixysuxan 
axeepyxefxthexplayxiieix enerxgetxiixheekxive 
a ee ee 
axioknines cngxkaek. They seem reluctant 
either rd areapt er reject these days. They 
just do nothing. If you phone Charles Hart 
(332 0542) I'm sure he'll get your mss. back 
to you. Scripts are always taken care of in 
that office. Keep writing. 


JEM'L. 


Bem, Flat 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow 


7 xii 81 


Dear Mr Palmer: I am writimg to express the 

hope that funding for SCOTTISH THEATRE NEWS 

will be continued. I know no better way of 
holding Scottish drama together. For too long 
Scottish actors and playwrights have been 

working in a void: S66TTISH THEATRE NINS brings 
together the whole scene and highlights the 
different things which are being done throughout 
Scotland, It takes dramatic work for the theatre 
out of the isolation which TV and Scotland's own 
peculiar history has forced it into. No one can 
doubt that the magazine has been a huge success 
artistically, in content, in formt, in design, 

I and many like me read it with great enjoyment. 
The insights it carries on plays, players, authors 
and directors are invaluable and cannot be easily 
had elsewhere, It is a living chronicle of theatre 
affairs in Scotland - who can put a price on that? 
Don't send us back into the wilderness, 


Sincerely 


Farquhar McLay 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgew 


27 Sep 1982 


fa Jimmy Reid's article om Militant Tendency I was surprised 
te learn that it ws "essentially om ideslegy of the alienated 
middle-slass". The speeches and accents ene heard en TV 
searcely breught that sut. They seusded te me mere like 
alienated praletarians. The fact that a single West Bud play 
centains mere Tretskyists than the whele deilarmkers' unien 
is hardly cenclusive. I'd be iaterested te knew just he 

many bellermikers are menbers ef amy pelitical party. 
Commratively few, I'd guess. 


I had always theught thet the middle-class, alienated er 
otherwise, wis fairly well represented amang the leadership 
ef the Labew Party and even mere se ia the ether three 
parties. 


Ts the wmbiased ebserver it seems clear that the ideas which 
Labeur finds se repugnant empate directly fren the werking 
class, er sheuld ee say the unempleyed class? Ag Jimny 

Reid cencedes, the Labeur Party was never interested iz 
peliticising the working class, but enly in luring then inte 
the pelling besths at election time. It is precisely in this = 
the peliticisatien ef its supperters ~ that Militant enterrase 
the farliamentary labeur Party whilst at the same tine 
generating widespread appeal at constituency level. 


Traditionally the labsur veter was ales the silent vater. 
Leyalty te the Party meant putting yeur X in the apprepriate 
bex and geing quietly heme te hepe fer the best fer the bexct 
five years. It wea life-style the peliticians found 
congenial. It is easier te preclaim a belief in Socialian 
whea everybedy's Secialiam ig equally tepid. Nebedy is geing 
te suffer by contxast. Witmess the revelutienary ardeur ef 
seme platferm speeches the day after Militant was preseribed. 
The club had been purged ef upstarte and gate-crashers whe 
bad the bering fabit ef wanting te put ideas inte practise. 
We wore back amengat eld friends, listening te the eld 
rheteric which trilled the blead and warned the heart witheut 
actually committing anybedy te enything, 


Farquhar Melay 


ar“ 


Bsa. Flat 
6 Balvicar Drive 


Queenspark 


e- 114-83 


3 ‘ 
Dear Toms oF) 


° 
for athooten poctrie the lave is nocht 


I wish I could hes hod thet line to quote. That is 
superb. I'm inclined to thimkeI have indeed been 
looking over your shoulder. ft vegn't at Broonsbanic 
when "ye telt LacDairmid" but aince in the lift 


there's nae kennin wheur these ideas'11 flit tee. 


But returning to your auld Collier Moen, I used 
the four lines to make a point and thanks for 
being big enough not to say yir chiel wis roughly 
haunelt. In fact the elegy was 2 brilliant and 
moving tribute to « man end a whole working 
community which I more and more admire e.ch time 
I read it ‘through. I'm looking forward to seeing 
your new long poem ir print, for ever since, maybe 
20 year back, I read your Lynes Scryveit til Nepry’ 


P. Cameron I have been aware of you. Thanks 


sending me the 20 marvellous lines. 
pened up a rich seam there. I met Nan 
Queenspark 3 iy Day's ago end we talked 
She said you had been unwell at that time. 
to have written you then but like yourself I prefer 
VORKS to mere words: so you got aT & alakcl ISM and 
I got 20 mervellous lines. You'll be getting another 
“wors" of mine in the post fairly soon, because, it 
seems, if you write one pamphlet you've got to write 
another, actually in the next one only the foreword 
is news the rest is taken from old FREMDON PRESS 
articles I wrote some 16 years ago. I'm telling you 
this so you'll go cusy on mé. So here's wishing Ce 


best Scot's Griy)all the best in the comin 
Gents Ju he best in the coming 


year and onwards, “oping to hear from you again, 
- § 


e © Sincerely, 


C$. Low) : Glasgow G2 8Q5 


e 


dunnie flat 
6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glas GAZ 8Qs 


10 41 83 


Dear Tomny: Here's something to amuse you. The last 
time I put Herachty's into Practical avarehy anne, 
Heraghty's wife, told leLean: "If I knew who they were, 
I'd sue them!" anne must be one of the few people around 
who imagine ‘the anarchists are thriving & solvent. Boing 
paupers we cre impregnuble. The Squire of Lochgelly is 

of course licLean. He leads the "Bring Back the Thwse" 
campaign. I hear he is also behind something called the 
"Jail the Children" movement - as un alternative to 
punishment exercises? The man is crackers. Then again, he 
my be after a union position, which I suspect is the real 
truth of the matter. Neraghty's epsilons are that bunch of 
social workers, policemen, teachers, prison warders, ete 
who keep Heraghty's till clicking. The model for Reid was 
Dominic Hehan whom I sew in there recently. and telking of 
Behan, Iwas ats Burns! Supper xemmotixx lost month at which 
wee Freddie anderson gave the tozst to the Inmortel Memory. 
The theme was Burns & Glasgow, & Freddie's knowledge of the 
city put us 211 to shame. Me was telling me he's 60 years 
old. lle's now over his illness & working on a new play. ie!'s 
as full of vigour cs always, another man well past 60 & still 


punching is Peter Kearney, I heave a meet with him tomorrow. 


—— 


I'm taking him over to the Tron Club. Me's anxious to see "what's 
cooking down there", [e'll like the wine. Speaking of which, I am 
just after a brief spell in the Victorian coronary eare unit: the 
old ticker was thumping ct a rate of 300 beats per minute: “a 
speed which can not be mintained" - arab doctor. I thought I 
was about to be fetched off into the lift. When they slowed it 
down, after 36 hra, I discharged myself much to their chagrin & 
shock. i've been warned off booze, fags, thick gravy, coffee, 
suger ete. Uopeless prohibitions. loping things are better your 


end, Write or give me a phone call pleuse. 


vy, 


Yours aye, 


Tony. 


" Mr je ; ull } 

wt We ee “ : Basement. Flat 

/ ae (0 yd 6, Balvicar Drive 
ie eh. ae Queenspark 
; i oH Vv ( fee : Glasgow G42 80S 
} | y 8 viii 86 


Dear Tessa Ransford - 


Thanks for generous response. I'll certainly 
use four of these - COMPASSION, AFTER CHERNOBYL, ECOLOGY POEM 
and JACK'S PROGRESS. I'm holding onto BACK TO EARTH meantime 
in the hope that, the balance coming out OK, this can go in 
as well. 


I have one query regarding JACK'S PROGRESS. 
In verse 7 you have deleted most of the 3rd line but you give 
no indication of what you want in there. In the copy you sent 
it reads: 


In return he traded 
weapons he'd designed 
Espectalhy te destroy 
life of any kind. 


Cmplete this quickly and send it to me - it's a fine little 
parable/poem and it fits beautifully. 


No publication date as yet but it will be sometime 
this year. I'll keep you in touch with developments and let 
you have copies as soon as the collection is in print. 

Goodluck for now. 

Sincerely, =e, ae 


Farquhar Mchay. 


PS I'm returning the ones I'm not using but regretfully 
for they're all strong poems and a delight to read. 


—_ 


Re 


JACK'S PROGRESS 


Jack kept having to go up 

the hill to fetch the water. : 
He therefore piped it in a tap 

to save himself the bother, 


He thought he'd like to have it hot 
and shave a little faster, 

It used a lot of fuel up, 

but made his life much simpler, 


He had to walk around the hill: 
decided to remove it. 

Built a straight and ruly road 
cutting widely through it, 


Therhis water could not flow, 
He built another hill 

of artificial substances 

that made him rather ill. 


He purified the water 
with another poison 
and a little later 
this created famine. 


Crops were. affected 
J and the livestock died. 
Jack then imported 
foods from abroad, ..! °- 
1 
iIn return he traded 
weapons he'd dzyesiened 
=, ~ destroy 
, bife of any kind, 


Here and there broke out a war, 
Now and then disaster, 

People wanted more and more 
bigger and still better, 


Jack worked Long hours and hard 
to make huge nuclear bombs, 


but the werld seuld be destroyed 


by very tiny somes, 6 


Just occasionally he thought 
he'd like to fetch the water 
up a friendly little hill: 
It wouldn't be much bother, 


Buck fe Earth 


Rilke admired in women.Love 
that loves without return, 
becoming strong and wilder, 
overtaking the human object and 
finding path to God. 


He cited a Portuguese nun 

whose letters he translated, 

and Gaspara Stampa 

who composed two hundred sonnets. 


To love, he betieabhRad , 

achieves in the lover a reckless security. 
The lover swims the river, for instance, 
while the loved one merely waits, 

passive, almost a victim. 


He lists other women 

throughout the centuries 

whose fame arises 

from their having written and told how they lived 
their love 

to feed generations with light 

from that inexhaustible fuel, 


Love of the godhood in man or of the manhood in God 
requires the same flame, 

Women have <—“: .-’ ~made , space 

in the womb of their minds 

for gestating a passion) a é 
giving it birth and rearing it to: maturity. 


The whole of nature joins in their lament 
or their lament is an echo of farth's lament, 


the Goddess herself seeking « =-true husbandmen 
Syne im the human. 7 
; a “The question now is not 


whether women can still endure, 
however dark the world, 

or whether hey will permit themselves 
any more 

these foolish obsessions, 

or wilf even prefer to love 

and let go 

over and over 

so that their love may be strong 

and unquenchable;like Sappho'sj; 

which thrived on partings and left her 
undivided, 


The question now is rather 


how long . Earth can endure Zz 
and whether we humans, 
attended and loved so long, Jon: 


can turn, return to her yearning 2 r (i) 


in time to accept forgiveness 
and ask perhaps to be counted f 
among her servants. 


Bsm. Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


2 xi 87 


Dear John: 


Many thanks for sending me the Gowrie cartoon and 

the piece by Keith Bovey. I hope you won't mind me 
holding onto them for a while although I can't at this 
stage say whether we'll manage to use them or not. My 
personal preference at this moment would be for the 
cartoon, although, as you say, some explanation of its 
context would be necessary. Things seem to be going well 
thus far. I'll be in touch with you the moment I have 
any news. Keep well. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


(LD Dorf 


Basement 

6 Balvicar Dr 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Q5 


23 July 88 


Dear Jimmy: There are another couple of things I'd like to 
have sent with these but can't get hold of copies at the 
moment. Also one in the pipeline for late August. Rather than 
wait any longer I'm just sending the two. I think you'll find 
some/enough good reading in both of them. Reviews of WORKERS 
CITY have so far been grudging of praise without being damning 
exactly, which isn't too bad all things considered. If a book 
has ‘political’ intent without being in the political 
mainstream (ie Lib/Lab/Con) it tends to get short shrift. I 
tried my best to keep the politics muted, inferential rather 
than overt, but the Establishment has sharp-eyed lackeys on its 
payroll everywhere. Anyway, I'm sure you'll find quite a lot to 
latch onto in both. There's some interesting stuff on Laing and 
Karl Abenheimer (a non medical psychotherapist who worked here 
in Glasgow) in Edinburgh Review. I will certainly be returning 
to TB Story to try and work out its full potential. It's hardly 
more than a soupcon as it stands. But small though it is it has 
shocked quite a few people. I keep forgetting it’s a horror 
story. Also would like to hear what you think of WORKERS CITY. 
It's selling pretty well hereabouts, probably helped a lot by 
the TV coverage. There's going to be a second print run which 
will give me a chance to correct some typsetting howlers. It 
ought to be in the Aberdeen shops by now, according to the 
distributors. I know it's in Edinburgh and Dundee. Let me know 
if you see it. You might ask for it in your public library and 
they'1l probably order a dozen or so for the region. Hope all 
is well at your end. All the best for now. 


Farquhar. 


nek Darn, 


Basement. 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


25 July 88 


Dear Malcolm: Thanks for VARIANT 5 & WORKERS CITY review. Not 
surpisingly it's the best we've had thus far. The mag. looks 
good too = and with lots of first-class material - a big 
advance on VARIANT i. The video idea sounds very interesting 
and I would certainly like to be involved and would make any 
contribution I could. I have enclosed the mailing list we 
worked from for WORKERS CITY. I've put a tick beside the names 
of contributors. We're supposed to be having yet another 
"night" on August 4 (provisional: I'll give you a ring if it 
changes) in Hatchard's Bookshop, Gordon Street. If I see you 
there we'll talk more about the video idea over the free plonk. 
You ought to get VARIANT in there. See you soon. Good luck. 


Farquhar. 


Tone Weblo, 


Bsm. Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Q5S 
19 Oct '88 


Dear Jack - 


Nice to hear from you. Liked your Glasgow-Nurnberg piece in 
West Coast Magazine. Would like to know more about that 
"Glasgow Show" you took to Nurnberg, what was in it, how many 
took part, etc. I agree a stage show of some kind could be put 
together out of Workers City. I don't think we've got the best 
out of the book yet. I have a feeling there probably is another 
phase coming up. Clydeside Press is currently preparing a 
reprint. It should be ready in a week or two. And they have a 
really first-rate poster this time to accompany it. I think a 
theatre presentation would certainly repay some serious thought 
and discussion. I wouldn't mind sending a note round WC authors 
requesting some new material they might already have or might 
like to write for such a project. But we'll have a wee talk 
about it first. There's to be a meeting early in November at 
Clydeside Press. It is in fact about the question you put in 
your letter: “What next?" When I get more definite word about 
date and time I'll let you know, and we can get a few heads 
together on the idea of "The Workers City Show". The name 
itself sounds terrific, which isn't bad for starters, eih? 
Health is OK this end, touch wood, and I hope it's the same 
with you. Ian McKechnie had a heart bypass op in the Royal 
about six weeks ago and is making good progress now. I am 
trying to pummel a load of I-don't-know-quite-what into 
something I hope to peddle as a novel. My progress is slow. Are 
you getting ready for another season of OPEN CIRCLE? Maybe you 
should have a Workers City night. Hope you keep me in touch 
with what you're doing. All the best meantime. 


Sincerely, 


Tet. Tayler Cf bnokt , 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Dear John: 


Thank you for writing. I must tell you I handed RP Finch's 
letter over to Clydeside Press as they are the only ones really 
who have any say in what they publish, and I expect they will 
have replied to him by now. It is a Workers' Co-operative but, 
as I'm sure you'll understand, it has to be run, in the main, 
as a business if it is to function at all in a capitalist 
society. The anthology Workers City will be a big expense and 
later on there will be the Aldred pamphlet on MacLean. The 
Press will almost certainly lose financially in both these 
enterprises. I think it says a great deal for them that they 
are willing to put idealism before business to this extent. But 
I don't think they are ready to look any further ahead just at 
the moment. I understand Guy's position with regard to Jesus 
very well. Nobody expressed the essence of the Jesus story 
better than Guy. It was never a popular theme in left-wing 
circles, at least not in Glasgow, as you know, and it is 
indicative of Guy's stature that he could pursue it and make 
such effective propaganda use of it. Latterly, however, 
probably due to media displays by certain fake Leftists (people 
like Len Murray and Jimmy Reid who like to quote Scripture) it 
is becoming even more dangerous territory than when it belonged 
exclusively to the undisguised establishment. That, I think, is 
the stumbling block as far as Tommy Kayes is concerned. 


However, I am delighted to hear that Luath have at last set a 
publication date and look forward to reading Come Dungeons 
Dark. Talking of which I must ask you to send me a few lines of 
autobiography to go in the Notes On Contributors page at the 
back of Workers City. You must mention your forthcoming book. I 
do hope we'll be in print quite soon now. 


I trust your eyesight is coming on well. Good luck. 
Sincerely. 


Farquhar McLay. 


i Tal Gia 


CLYDESIDE PRESS 
(publishing) 
37 High Street 
Glasgow Gil 1LX 


Friends of CLYDESIDE PRESS meeting at the press, 37 High 
Street, Glasgow, on Saturday 12 November at 11 A.M. Under 
discussion: plans for working-class cultural and political 
response to official ‘city of culture year' 1990. All are 
welcome. 


Dear John: I hear from Tommy Kayes that James D. Young has 
been asked by an academic publisher to compile a (I think 
Scottish) socialist encyclopedia. He would like you to do the 
article on Guy Aldred. About a thousand words. You best get in 
touch with Young yourself. His address is: 


James D. Young 
8 Tarbert Place 
Polmont 
Falkirk 
Stirlingshire. 


If you can make it to the Clydeside Press meeting on Saturday 
12 November, he'll probably be there. Been reading "Come 
Dungeons Dark" at my leisure. Impressive piece of work on an 
impressive man. Others I know who have read it think so to. 
Hope to see or hear from you soon and trust you are well. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


ee Tele. Ck hned, 


Bsm. Flat 

6, balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


20 x 88 


Dear John - 


"Come Dungeons Dark" came this morning and after only a quick 
skim through it so far I can see plainly you have a powerful 
bit of work here. I have a feeling it will go very well. You 
have managed to make accesible a great deal in just short of 
300 pages and given Guy's long and active life Cast long 
enough, alas) this must be an achievement in itself. I will 
certainly be spreading the good word as best I can regarding 
the book. If Luath is organising a launch or anything of that 
sort, which in my opinion they should - if only because it 
creates press interest and gets the book known - perhaps you'll 
let me know. It was kind of you to have a copy sent to me and I 
shall have much pleasure going through it at leisure. Any 
revues as come across I'll hold onto for you and send onto you 
if you've missed them. I trust healthwise things are OK with 
you. I haven! t heard from Ben Mullin for a long while but I 
know he'll be over the moon that your book is out at last. Your 
final pages are very moving and it was brave and honest to 
bring in Guy's sense of failure and futility in his blacker 
moods towards the end. Nevertheless I think your book gives the 
lie to those torturing doubts. If anyone kept futility under 
heel it was Guy, in his life and work and even in his death. 
What seems like failure in history is so often the greatest 
illusion of them all. I'm glad you were a witness. I'm glad you 
got behind the illusion and came through with this inspiring 
testimony. We must all be in your debt for that. I look forward 
to hearing from you and hope you will write when you can. 
Meantime all good wishes. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Syl ve fou sai macetb, 


Bsm. Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Qs 


11 Dec 1988 


Dear Sylvia - 
Nice to hear from you again. Indeed that material was sent by 
me. I knew you'd be back at St Andrews but thought there might 
be a chance you could manage down and if not it would at least 
keep you in touch with what we were doing. I wonder did you 
manage to contact John Cooper or some of the others? If so, I 
hope they were of help to you in your work. Thanks for letting 
me know about the article on Dr Keating. I Have since dug it 
out and now I'm trying to get hold of his book. It's remarkable 
how much of the main thesis of WORKERS CITY is now being 
promulgated in the establishment press. There was a fine piece 
today in Scotland on Sunday concerning the revised plans for 
new developments in Glasgow Green. Just in case you missed it 
I've cut it out and am enclosing it with this letter. Elspeth 
King and Michael Donnelly at the Peoples' Palace you could 
perhaps look up when you get a chance - they're always very 
glad to help anyone interested in Glasgow's history. A pity I 
didn't think to mention them when you were here. Also they 
could put you onto Hugh Savage (mentioned in the article) of 
The Friends of the Peoples' Palace who might well have the kind 
of material you're after. Of course you probably have 
sufficient to be going on with for the present. Anyway, I wish 
you all the best with your studies and I'll let you know of 
anything interesting we might be doing in the future. There is 
of course the Anarchists' usual xmas party which will be held 
at the Scotia Bar this year. When I know the date exactly I'll 
pass it on to you in case you might like to come along. With 
every good wish, 

Sincerely, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


9 Jan 89 
Dear Jack - 


Just getting round to correspondence which the drinking 
season provided no opportunity (nor the sanity either) to 
attend to. I suppose the festivities ended for most people long 
before now. But I seem to need this long recovery period which 
appears to be lengthening rapidly and a bit alarmingly in the 
last year or so. Still I'm out of the slough at last and full 
of good resolve. I was pleased to hear you say 1988 was not a 
bad year for your writing. Incidentally there's a strong review 
of Workers City in the current FREEDOM (as well as a perhaps 
not so good but very well-informed one on John Taylor 
Caldwell's biography of Aldred). As you probably know, you can 
get FREEDOM at Changes Bookshop, 340 West Princess Street, 
which is near you. It's the best I've seen since RADICAL 
SCOTLAND" s review last August. As for Tommy Kayes, you know, I 
didn't think his response was all that unfavourable, although 
certainly I was surprised to hear him mention a tape recording! 
But for all I know he may be planning something on those lines. 
The trouble is they run that press on a very tight budget and 
they are naturally reluctant to commit themselves too far 
ahead. It is possible I broached the idea at a nervous moment 
for them financially. Anyway, if you can manage out to 
Castlemilk this Friday evening to continue the great W.C. 
cavalcade you'll have the chance to talk to him again on the 
subject. Also we can maybe make some plans for a collaboration 
- although, as someone once said a while back, "collaborators 
get shot, don't they?" But if we can get something worked out 
on themes that suit us both, and in a form that works, I'm all 
for it. Don't know how many W.C. contributors will brave the 
wilds of Castlemilk - some have long journeys to make even to 
get to the Scotia. It will be a great pity if they miss out on 
this one, though, for there's a fairly large representation of 
militant-minded people in the area, and support for us 
shouldn't be lacking especially as the event has been or pia 
locally by the Castlemilk Writers’ Workshop (so I'm told 
well as a few well-known troublemakers on the spot. I'm eon ing 
forward to it and looking forward to seeing you there. Hope all 
is well with you. Cheerio just now. 


Farquhar. 


[Sn S udfete. : ’ 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Qs 


Dear Bill - 


Have been reading through and enjoying your book. Thon John 
Bunyan dwawm you were in (X1V) is the book's secret, I think - 
an ye don't hauf daunce weel, man, throughout, every poem a 
gem. A poet you remind me of is WH Davies, and I hope your book 
has the same luck that fell his way. But with or without, it'11 
mak its wei - an it'll thrive, of that I'm certain. All 
strength to you. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


wen om Rides Garden Flat 


, 6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


18 Jan 1989 
Dear John - 


Thanks for writing. Sorry you weren't able to make it, as it 
didn't turn out too bad a venue - except that it wasn't exactly 
easy to find. Very few Workers City people turned up - just 
about six of us. Maybe the rest are still wandering about out 
there. But for the audience it was all fresh and new and they 
responded well and seemed to appreciate the readings. They were 
even buying the books. It felt better than some of the Scotia 
nights - we weren't just talking to ourselves. But one helluva 
place to get to on a stormy night in January, especially as the 
bus doesn't drop you anywhere near it. I gather you sensed as 
much. Hope everything went OK at the Job Centre. Personally I 
never had any difficulty failing job interviews. And I could do 
more or less what I liked with those well-meaning but 
unbelievably dense broo clerks and Social Security officers. 
They used to apologise for harassing me and end up leaving me 
in peace for years on end. But that was before Thatcher. I know 
they've made things harder of late. I remember reading in Genet 
that he couldn't function (as a thief) in Nazi Germany because 
the State itself was pure criminality. These days Thatcher's 
creating something the same here. They're such pure cons 
themselves, and fully conscious of it, it's getting very hard 
to con them. Still there's always a way, I'm quite sure of 
that. I was hearing you had a visit from McKechnie a week or so 
ago. He was very impressed by your Rimbaud translations. I 
think I told you I saw some in the West Coast magazine. Without 
doubt your into something good there and I look forward to 
seeing more of them. Keep up the good work. I'll let you know 
when/if there's another meeting - hoping it'll be a bit nearer 
hand for all of us. 


Yours Aye, 


Farquhar. 


Garden Flat 
6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


18 Jan 1989 
Dear John - 


Thanks for writing. Sorry you weren't able to make it, as it 
didn't turn out too bad a venue - except that it wasn t exactly 
easy to find. Very few Workers City people turned up - just 
about six of us. Maybe the rest are still wandering about out 
there. But for the audience it was all fresh and new and they 
responded well and seemed to appreciate the readings. They were 
even buying the books. It felt better than some of the Scotia 
nights = we weren't just talking to ourselves. But one helluva 
place to get to on a stormy night in January, especially as the 
bus doesn't drop you anywhere near it. I gather you sensed as 
much. Hope everything went OK at the Job Centre. Personally I 
never had any difficulty failing job interviews. And I could do 
more or less what I liked with those well-meaning but 
unbelievably dense broo clerks and Social Security officers. 
They used to apologise for harassing me and end up leaving me 
in peace for years on end. But that was before Thatcher. I know 
they've made things harder of late. I remember reading in Genet 
that he couldn't function (as a thief) in Nazi Germany because 
the State itself was pure criminality. These days Thatcher's 
creating something the same here. They're such pure cons 
themselves, and fully conscious of it, it's getting very hard 
to con them. Still there's always a way, I'm quite sure of 
that. I was hearing you had a visit from McKechnie a week or so 
ago. He was very impressed by your Rimbaud translations. I 
think I told you I saw some in the West Coast magazine. Without 
doubt your into something good there and I look forward to 
seeing more of them. Keep up the good work. I'll let you know 
when/if there's another meeting - hoping it'll be a bit nearer 
hand for all of us. 


Yours Aye, 


Farquhar. 


Bain Quoi, Act rere 


6, Balvicar drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


10 iii 89 
Dear Brian ~ 


Sorry I wasn't able to get round to this sooner. You'll 
find there are two Hamish Henderson marching songs in ‘Homage': 
on p.10 & p.34. I think the one you want is on p.10. Haven't 
been able to get hold of the music. Why not try John Eaglesham 
in the English Language & Literature (5th Floor) at the 
Mitchell. He's a very helpful guy, knows all about the folk 
scene and he's sure to be able to put you on to it. 
Incidentally, there are a few lines of my own on p.35/36. Also 
sending you a copy of 'Voices' which you may have missed. Hope 
I've been of some help. 


Yours aye, 


Farquhar. 


Basement Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive ao? 
Queenspark hie | 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


To PHOENIX PRESS. 


Dear Mo: Just a note to say it's OK to use the 
loan for the new Berkman book, and to ask if it is possible for 
you to let me have another copy of 'The Continuing Appeal of 
Nationalism’. I loaned my copy to a student who was writing a 
thesis, he didn't return it, and now I find I could use the 
pamphlet myself. Also any handy CV on its author would be 
welcome. I'm enclosing a stamped/addressed envelope. Hope PP's 
finances are holding up. It's good work. Looking forward to 
seeing the 'Communist Anarchism’. All the best. 


Sincerely 
TAO 


Farquhar McLay. 


ee Ton on Cal ne 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


13 i 90 


Dear John - 


Sorry I was no use to you re Bill McKercher. I had no 
ticket for the Chompgsky meeting. By the time I found out one 
had to have a ticket they had all gone. I only discovered about 
the tickets when Keith mentioned it at Charlie Baird's funeral. 
In a way it was just as well. I've been down with the flu since 
last Wednesday and fit to go nowhere. I daresay your man would 
find Keith though. The event seems to have been disappointing 
by all accounts. There were 330 plus people there and they 
broke up into fifteen groups of about 20 or so people. The 
college seminar kind of thing. One man talking about Bishop 
Berkeley and somebody else discussing gay/lesbian rights. 
Academics and ministers of religion having a romp. Dog collars 
greatly to the fore apparently, quietly controlling things, I 
imagine. But Anarchism nowhere on the agenda, alas! Even 
Chompsky in his address seems to have diluted the message. No, 
I'm glad I wasn't there, although I'm sure such events have 
their value. I had to smile over your remarks on VARIANT. It 
can certainly be tough going. But I'm not sure that the ideas 
are all that new or difficult. It just seems to be their way, 
through art and the critique of art, of developing a strategy 
to undermine hierarchy in unexpected places - away from the 
traditional political/economic approach roads. In a way, I 
suppose, this also is what the Chompsky thing was supposed to 
be doing: reappropriating for the Left the moral and 
intellectual high ground. I did in fact help found VARIANT 
about six years ago, having very Little idea, I must admit, how 
it would turn out. One of the lads on that first editorial 
committee was a young artist called Gordon Muir. Yesterday I 
went to the Third Eye in Sauchiehall Street to see his 
exhibition which has been running there for about a fortnight 
but which ends unfortunately this weekend (14th January). I 
wish you could have seen it. He has a marvellous painting which 
depicts Ethel MacDonald holding a microphone in front of a red 
and black flag with Catalonia on the map in the background. 
It's a big picture, direct and uncomplicated and very 
impressive. I hope Peoples Palace purchase this painting for 
that's where it ought to be. Maybe if enough people made 
enquiries about it something might be done. Anyway, here's 
wishing you all the very best in the coming year and beyond. I 
am very much looking forward to reading your autobiography when 
it comes out. Don't forget to keep me posted. I was hearing 
from a friend that the Poetry Library in Edinburgh were 
represented at the Pierce Institute with VOICES OF DISSENT - it 
was sold out the first day! All the best, 


PeAx Kian t$ 
CEN Raver) | 


Bsm. Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Qs 


6 ii 90 


Dear Peter - 


Here's the story I was talking about yesterday on the 
phone. At the foot of each page you'll find my original title 
for the piece, just ignore it. I think 'Balmy Cane Town' puts 
into rather better focus certain things I wanted to say in this 
story. It gives a firmer note to what Khaki is saying on page 
12. It gives added point to Hawaiian shirts, Bermuda shorts, 
palm trees and Japanese tourists. 


The story in parenthesis is really Boots's gloss (half 
comic and almost certainly wildly exaggerated) on the Crumrush 
biography which he has gleaned from his friend over the years. 


Anyway, let me know what you think. Hope all is well 
with you. 


Sincerely, 


Basdement 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


21 ii 90 


Dear Henry ~ 


Sorry about the Aldred book. I'll tell you what 
happened. There was a young female from St Andrew's University 
here seeking | help with her thesis on “population drift in the 
inner cities" or some shit like that. She studies Geography 
which seems to cover just about everything under the sun - 
includigng left-wing politics! She had read WORKERS CITY. Her 
parents stay locally here but she of course is up at St Andrews 
most of the year. She' s half Malaysian. She came on three 
separate occasions to “pick my brains", as she put it. 
Unfortunately she also picked the Aldred biography. Well, 
actually it was her boyfriend, whom she brought along with her 
on her last visit. He apparently edits a student mag up there 
and wanted to write something about Aldred. I let them have the 
book on the understanding that it would be returned. Sooner or 
later it may be. Not yet though. To be realistic for once, I 
doubt whether I'll see it again. In fact they took quite a few 
items of left-wing lit which I regret now parting with. But 
that's life. I imagined I'd be able to get hold of a copy of 
DUNGEONS quite easily but in the 1990 stramash in the bookshops 
it seems to have got pushed off the shelves. I should have 
explained all this the last time we spoke on the phone. Too 
often, as I suppose you know by now, I let my tongue wag more 
in hope than expectation, and especially when there's liquor 
handy. But sorry for the disappointment, anyway. These days I 
haven't been getting about all that much. But certain things 
come my way nonetheless. I'm enclosing a circular I got from 
Alien Arts which may be of some interest to you. A couple of 
years back I saw one of their productions in the Folk Club in 
Clyde Street and I thought it was a fair effort. The man who 
runs it is a Pakistani actor called Subash Sing Pal. I've never 
met him but we've corresponded. You should contact him. I've 
mentioned you to him. It’s best to phone him, I think, at 
Lambhill Street but I've jotted down his home address on the 
compliments slip tacked to the circular. Hope you can get 
something going with them. I'll leave it like that for now, 
trusting all his well your end and Tessa is keeping better. All 
the best for now, 


Sinn, 


Sor Wt 


Basement 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


27 ii 90 


Dear Jack - 


Glad you wrote. I was meaning to write you or phone you 
or something. I held off writing, thinking I'd probably be 
seeing you at one of these readings Ian McKechnie was arranging 
or trying to arrange. He told me he was keeping you posted re 
developments. There was one supposed to take place last night 
(Monday 26) at a place called The Shelter but Ian phoned me on 
Sunday to say it was off for some reason or other. We still of 
course have a date at the Scotia in April. Mainly I wanted to 
say how much I liked Tower Blocks. I thought it was a cracking 
poem. Mind yi, I don't know what the Germans would make of 
lines like: 

they kid oan that they urnae dugs 
an cats in maist o the flats no 
allowed an jesus christ the racket 


I imagine the absence of stops would be the least of their 
problems. But to the native ear it's perfect. Also it's 
pleasing to the eye, it sits nicely on the page. But more than 
anything you get to the heart of what it's like for the prole 
living in that hell. Only sorry we didn't have that one as well 
in Workers City. I hope you've managed to include it in your 
volume. And by the way, is the book out yet? I haven't been 
down at the press for a long time. I don't go out a lot. Trying 
to keep on course with the novel. It moves at a snail's pace. 
Let me know what's happening. Pleased to see your Open Circle 
is going well. Must make a point of being in Hillhead on May 25 
for yourself and Tessa Ransford. But we'll catch up with each 
other before then. All the best till we do. 


Tylon - 


[lx Cake & 


Basement 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


27 ii 90 


Dear Alex - 


Very grateful to you for sending on the RSI material (as 
well as the fiver, which you shouldn't have, for you paid the 
taxi fare to the house here, but courtesy noted). Following 
your advice I now let my arms move about freely as much as 
possible instead of keeping them hanging over the keyboard all 
the time. It's a bit of a nuisance at first but I think I'm 
beginning to feel the benefit. The article cleared up one thing 
that was puzzling me - why an ordinary traditional old 
typewriter doesn't give rise to the same problems. Because on 
the old manual we had to do a lot of other things with our 
hands besides tapping the keys. It does make a lot of sense. 
Even if not to the bulk of medics! But that's as we should 
expect, I suppose. Quite revealing, though, that it's mainly in 
Thatcher's Britain RSI sufferers are thought of as malingerers! 
Yes, I liked the article very much. It's steady as she goes 
with the novel. But port no where in sight just yet. As for 

"the best novel produced in Scotland in the last ten years" I 
wish I had a 10p piece for every time I've read that or one of 
its many variations in a review. It's poor bait, that. I 
haven't seen the book in question and I'm not exactly frothing 
at the mouth to lay hold of it. I have enough problems with my 
own. It was good to see you again that night at the Scottish 
Book Trust. I think between us we managed to rescue what might 
have been a dull and wasted evening. We must have a dram 
together again soon. I doubt myself whether we're very likely 
to hear any more about the Glasgow's Glasgow debates. No clear 
format emerged that I could see. Maybe some of the others 
caught onto something, I don't know. This right arm stil 
nagging me whatever I do. Anyway, glad you warned me off that 
cortisone treatment. It's just the kind of thing that bloody 
useless doc of mine would have prescribed. Hope your arms 
improve enough to let ay keep on with your work, even if you 
have to slow down. So I'll just close here, wishing you all the 
best. 


Sim 
renter , 


S Avr A S Vea Pott 
Den Pot. 
Rew Kor F 1e May 14 40 


CLYDES TIDE PRESS 


37 High Street 
Glasgow 


Just a note to say thank you on behalf of the 
Clydeside Protest Committee for your valued 
contribution to the WORKERS CITY event at the 
Calton Neighbourhood Centre on ist of May 1990. 
Without your help and support the night would 
not have been the success it was. 


With all good wishes, 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


S ah vam ier 


A ( an Dy Can ( “y 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


10 May 90 


Dear Subash - 


Enclosed find first two issues of the Keelie. You may 
have seen them already as they've been fairly widely 
distributed - at mega as well as smaller events throughout the 
city. Alien Arts of course gets its mention on the front of 
issue 2. I'd just like you to know that if you need a platform 
in print any time the Keelie, such as it is, will be glad to 
help. Once again, thanks ever so much for time and trouble in 
assisting with the reading. Have also enclosed some tickets for 
our Housing night on May 27. Hope to see you there - always 
supposing we aren't locked out again! All the best for now, 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42. 


10 May 90 


Editor 
Glasgow Herald. 


Sir, 


Following the disastrous failure of the British 
Art Show Julian Spalding, director of Glasgow's museums and 
galleries, has claimed that he wanted to cancel when it was 
decided young Glasgow artists like Currie and Howson were to be 
excluded but couldn' t do so because ' ‘much pressure was Laden si 
to bear" and he didn't want to "give offence to the sponsors' 
The offence he gave, not only to the artists of Glasgow but to 
the Glasgow public seems not to have troubled him so much. That 
it was, on his own admission, a case of deplorable cowardice 
rather than professional misjudgement must be the cop-out of 
the century! 


It now appears that a chastened Mr Spalding has 
invited Elspeth King, curator of the People's Palace for the 
past sixteen years, to re-apply for her own job. Might it not 
have been more to the point had he invited her to apply for 
his? 


Considering the splendid work done by Elspeth King 
in turning the People’ s Palace, although constantly starved of 
proper funding, into one of the finest social history museums 
in Britain, her abilities are surely unquestioned. But above 
all, unlike some, she has the courage to stand up for her own 
tastes and beliefs. Let's not forget she acquired the Ken 
Currie murals for the people of Glasgow before the artist was 
very widely acknowledged and whilst his prices were still 
within reach. 


If the People's Palace is to endure as the People's 
Palace it'll only be through the bravery and dedication of the 
Elspeth Kings. Too many others ~ many in positions of power and 
influence in 1990 - have already shown themselves to be 
unworthy custodians of Glasgow's history and culture. 


Farquhar McLay. 


CLYDES IDE PRESS 


37 High Street 
Glasgow 


Dr. Sean Damer 

The Centre for Housing Research 
25 Bute Gardens 

Glasgow G 12 8 RT 


15 May 1990 


Dear Dr. Damer - 


Hugh Savage of the Friends of the People's Palace 
has mentioned to you that you would be a very 
welcome speaker at the WORKERS CITY housing event 
in the Winter Gardens on Sunday 27 May 1990. 


This note is just to extend formally Hugh's 
invitation on behalf of the WORKERS CITY Protest 
Committee. 


The show starts at 7-30 P.M. and all going to plan 
you should be on about a third of the way through - 
that is to say, at about 8-30. But as you know 
these things seldom go to plan and we may need you 
earlier. 


Must thank you for agreeing to come along and speak 
at such short notice. Look forward to seeing you there 
and hearing your address. 

Yours Sincerely. 


Farquhar McLay. 


An eS om 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow. 


28 v 90 


Dear Jim - 


Here's the Spectator as promised. Here and there he 
gets things slightly wrong but overall a well- 
intentioned piece. Better than some of the home 
coverage, don't you think? Also quite amusing. I don't 
know about you and Freddy but that was my best suit. 
Keep this copy as one of the six he sent up was for 
you. Hope to have a dram with you again soon. All the 
best for now. 


Sincerely, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


15 July 1990 
Dear Mrs McTague: 


Thank you for letting me see your father's poems. 

I read them through with much interest and a lot 

of enjoyment because they took me back to the left- 
wing of my own youth. I think I probably wrote quite 
a few poems not unlike your dad's in my first battles 
with social injustice. We shared the same ideas and 
dreams and, most of all, hopes for a better future. I 
was very touched by your father's poem on America - 
I'm sure that is one poem he would certainly wish to 
amend were he living today. 


As to the chances of publication, I'm sorry to say 

it doesn't look too good at present. Poetry, as you 
probably know, just does not sell and publishers are 
reluctant to take on work which doesn't have a well- 
known "name" attached to it. If, however, I get the 
opportunity to edit another volume like WORKERS CITY 
- and such a project is indeed under consideration at 
the moment, although it may be a wee while off - I 
would like to use one or two of Thomas Connelly's 
poems. 


You ask about the cost of having them published 
privately. I would advise against this. It can be 
very expensive and too often you hardly get value 
for your money. 


Since it is mainly as gifts for your own family you 
are thinking about, wouldn't it be better just to 
have, say, two dozen copies of the whole manuscript 
photo-copied? The copies can be bound together 
quite nicely in a variety of ways and it wouldn't 
cost the earth. Of course it is entirely up to you. 


Let me know how you feel about this and perhaps we 
can meet and have a talk. I admire you for keeping 
the poems safe all these years. It doesn't often 
happen like that. Too much gets thrown away. 
Wishing you all the best, 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


Toamn D. “Jewry 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Tuesday 2% Toy 1779, 


Dear Jim - 


Signed letter to Miliband and sent it off. Hope 

it comes up trumps. Best begging letter I've seen 

in a while. And talking of letters Tan McKechnie 
asked me to ask you if you wouldn' t mind the Keelie 
doing a piece around Jack McLean's letter to you. 

I don't know how you feel about a personal letter 
being used this way. If you have no objections 

maybe | you could send me on a copy. Either way it 
doesn't matter to me, although McLean's so-called 
scepticism under which he attacks the working class 
at every opportunity might yield quite a bit of fun 
if treated satirically. There's little point in 
attacking his column itself. That only increases 

his sense of self-importance. But that letter to you 
where he seeks to justify himself is McLean with his 
guard down. We could strike back there to some 
effect. Anyway, let me know how you feel. Hope all is 
well with you. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


Friday. Avy !7, 


Dear Mrs McTague - 
Nice to hear from you again. 


I meant to mention in my last letter that it 
might be a good idea for you to write a short 
piographical piece about your father which could 
be attached to the ms. I'd give you any help you 
needed if you wanted to do this. Perhaps during 
your holiday you could think about it and maybe 
make a few notes. 


Anyway, I'll be in touch again when you get home 
early in September. Hope you have a nice time. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


Jido 


im Your. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


13 Avs~nt 1940. 


Dear Jim: 


Here are my thoughts on "Rosa Luxemburg - A Tragedy 
in Five Acts" which you asked me to read and comment on. The 
things I write here I tried to convey in the Vicky Bar that 
time we were there with Donald Anderson and Freddy. But with 
the drink flowing so freely, and everybody talking at the same 
time, most of it probably got drowned out. I suppose criticism 
is best written down since it will obviously be better 
considered and much more precise. The only problem is that the 
critic in full literary flight tends to forget that what he's 
doing, even when it's of value, is a hundred times easier than 
what the author was attempting. I know that playwriting is a 
new departure for you and also that what I've seen is only a 
first draft: so don't think of me as the hanging judge 
Braxfield: take this not so much as criticism but rather as 
pointers which I hope will be of some help to you when you 
return to the work. 


I'm not trying to be funny but the major weakness in 
the play is that nothing happens. It is alT talk and no action. 
Even Rosa's death is only reported. (This is not a major 
weakness in itself. Good plays can be written in which very 
little happens. But usually, as with, say, Waiting for Godot, 
they depend on human character, with language and jokes and a 
certain degree of mystery and suspense to carry them forward. 
And you are not writing that kind of play.) 


As far as I can judge from this script, you seem to 
be primarily interested not in character or situation but in 
historical “truth" and the political ideas embodied therein. 
What character does emerge is always subservient to strict 
political and historical realities. You are, in effect, 
carrying your own discipline, history, into theatre. You are 
writing too much like an historian and not enough like a 
playwright. The historian is killing the playwright, if you see 
what I mean. 


So you can do one of two things, as I see it. You 
can either bring the events (not just the political arguments) 
which make up the Rosa Luxemburg tragedy directly onto the 
stage and let them unfold before our eyes in a purely 
documentary way, much as Freddy did in his play about the 
Weavers, and letting the characters voice the "ideas" as 
opportunity permits. 


Or you can settle for a conversation piece based on 
the political beliefs of the various personages involved with 
Rosa. This is really what you have at present. 


If you settle for the latter of course it would not 
be a play and although it would be interesting to read I doubt 
very much if it would work well on stage. 


So what you have to do is get the historian and the 
playwright working in harmony rather than against each other. A 
good example is Georg Buchner's play Danton’s Death. On second 
thoughts maybe it's not. Buchner'’s play is a masterpiece and it 
may be easier to pick up the technique for this genre - 
historical/political documentary-style drama - from lesser 
works. Ronald Mavor and Hector MacMillan spring to mind. I 
think it would pay you to look up Mavor's Muir of Huntershill 
and any of MacMillan's plays if you can get them. I know his 
The Rising is in the Mitchell. Enclosed is a Citizens' Theatre 
programme with some useful notes on the Buchner play which they 
put on back in the early 1970s. Sorry I don't have a copy of 
the work itself. 


Your knowledge of the period and the politics that 
prevailed and the ideas that motivated these people is 
invaluable. But in the theatre it is not enough to tell us 
about it: we have to be shown things happening. Ideas don't 
happen. The consequences happen. We have to see some, at least, 
of the consequences: street oratory, street barricades, riots, 
phone calls, policemen, an ambulance, police cells, armed 
guards, interrogations, murders. Niceties of historical 
accuracy - having no exact documentary proof - never worried 
Shakespeare and Buchner. It worries Jim Young. Jim Young has to 
stop worrying. 


I do hope the professor is weathering all this and 
doesn't mind too much a high-handed lecture. You've cast me (a 
failed playwright) in a role I'm not very happy in. But to hell 
with that, it's no penance, Jim, I assure you. As I say, it's 
too damned easy to say how it should be done. As elsewhere, 
theatre breeds more critics (ie lecturers) than playwrights. If 
you think of a generation of vipers it must be theatre critics 
and people generally who claim to know what is and what is not 
a good play without ever having written one or even having the 
guts to try. They are legion. They are nearly always safe and 
conservative. That is because behind all the jargon their main 
yardstick is only BOX OFFICE SUCCESS. Aldous Huxley once said 
anybody could write a successful play if he had the formula. I 
think he was right enough. But the formula he then went on to 
supply was only a formula for box office success in a 
particular place at a particular time, ie the London West End 
of the thirties. Such formulas are easily prescribed. But they 
have nothing to do with writing a good play. Most people in the 
theatre and writers on theatre are incapable of distinguishing 
between the two. 


There are models, Jim, no formulae. I've pointed you 
towards ane or twa. It won't be easy but I have a feeling 
you'll manage it. 


Am also enclosing, as a gift, to make amends for the 
inadequacies of the lecture, a rare (no just in the Scots 
sense) copy of Anarchy No.54 which deals with (I think) roughly 
the same period. I know you'll enjoy it and I hope it may be of 
some use to you with the play. And while I was digging that out 
I came across my Soviet Socialist Republic (undated) copy of 
The Manifesto of the Communist Party. I have to confess I had 
not read it and I was somewhat embarrassed when you kept 
referring to it that time we were in Chambers Bar. I do 
recollect nodding my head but that must have been the drink. I 
AM NOW GOING AWAY TO READ IT. 


All the best, 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


1 viii 90 


Dear Sean - 


Thanks for sending on information re History 
Workshop 24. I've already mentioned it to a 

few people, although November is a wee bit off. 
It's a worthwhile project which deserves support 
and a lot of people are interested. Later on 
we'll be discussing it at a Workers City Group 
meeting. 


Any more on Alex McArthur? Nice if a bit more 
light could be shed on that man and particularly 
the way he coped as a proletarian writer in that 
dismal period in Glasgow. The paranoia doesn't 
surprise me since, as a writer, he was in a kind 
of no man's land culturally, taking sustenance 
neither from working-class Left ideology per se 
nor the education/work ethic, either of which 
would have placed him in fairly well-trodden 
paths. In fact he was a bohemian, I suppose, 

and a prole taking that route never had many 
friends. That's the way I see him, anyway. I , hope 
when your piece on McArthur is published you'll 
let me know where I can find it. 


See your book did well in Harald at the weekend. 
And not too long delayed either. Thought Archie 
Hind might have reached out a little further. 


Trust all is well with you. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


joan * 
Pde ed oe 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


3 Sep 1990. 


Dear Jim - 


Just there I was confined to bed for the better part 
of a week myself, keeping my head down, taking it easy and 
letting the world go its merry way, for good or ill, without 
me. And on my first day out, feeling much renewed in ‘strength, 
uD step into Clydeside Press only to hear that it's now Jim 
Young's turn to be in hospital. Tommy isn't telling everybody, 
but he thought it would be all right to tell me, and I'd have 
been a wee bit offended had he not. And anyway I was about to 
phone you and make a meet before you returned to the college. I 
had the feeling, mind you, you were under some strain last time 
we spoke and maybe could do with a short retreat from the world 
yourself. So make the most of it, while it's still free. It's 
the surest medecine. Think of the good work you did after your 
last spell in dock. 


Keep an easy mind and drop me a line or two when you 
feel like it. 


See you soon. 
All the best. 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


4 Oct 1990 


Dear Jim ~- 


In the letter accompanying this piece Caldy explains 
that he has written 40,000 words of autobiography but has had 
to abandon it because of stiff fingers and bad eyes which make 
typing and writing very painful. He originally planned the book 
in 4 parts. The chapters here are from Part 2. 


I'm a wee bit uneasy about the technique he adopts. I 
particularly don't like the way he presents his workmates 
rather like characters in a Platonic dialogue - mere sounding- 
boards for the ideas. It comes across as disingenuous in the 
innocent 14-year old who knew so little. 


I have a feeling it would be better all round if 
Caldy would let us have autobiographical excerpts free of this 
historical/philosophical baggage and claptrap. I'll try and 
tease this out of him. 


Let me know what you think. All the best for now. 


Farquhar. 


Ch bel, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


27 Oct 1990 


Dear John - 


Forgive delay in responding, I've been up & down 
with illness over the past several weeks & am only just 
beginning to get on an even keel. Let me explain about the 4 
chapters of auto. which you sent me. There was a project 
planned for a Socialist Year Book which I was to co-edit with 
prof. Jim Young of Stirling university. When the 4 chapters 
came, although I liked them very much as did Jim Young, I had 
the feeling there would probably be other parts of your 
unfinished book more suitable for the kind of publication we 
had in mind. Anyway, I wanted a long excerpt of some kind 
included. Jim was very optimistic that funds would be made 
available to cover the cost. I, however, have grown more 
cautious over the years & this is why I made no mention of any 
such project when we last spoke by telephone. I learnt only 3 
days ago that we'd been refused the money. 


Of course there will be other projects. Clydeside 
Press are thinking of another Workers City anthology but 
nothing quite settled yet. I really would like to see the other 
17 chapters, believe me. Or perhaps you could compile a piece 
of say 12,000 words built up of smaller sections not 
necessarily in chronological sequence. That would be my own 
preference. 


I'm returning your ms. but I hope you'll let me 
look at it again if an opportunity to get it into print comes 
up. Trust you're keeping well. 

Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Qs 


27 Oct 1990 


Dear Mrs McTague - 


Please forgive the delay in replying as I 
have been unwell for several weeks past and am only now 
beginning to catch up with correspondence, etc. 


As I recall there were about 26 pages to 
your father's manuscript. The usual price for photocopying one 
page is 10p. So that would be £2.60 for 26 pages. And I think 
you require a dozen - that would work out at £31.20. 


There are any number of quik-print or 
pronto-print photocopying shops in town. There is one very good 
shop in Candleriggs, just at the corner with Bell Street, and I 
hear they're very reasonable. You'll also find them in Yellow 
Pages. If you go along and explain how you want the manuscript 
covered and bound they'll be able to accomodate you. 


I am sorry I cannot be of more help as I 
am not getting about much myself these days. I look forward to 
hearing that you got your dozen or so as xmas presents for the 
family. A great idea and I think the whole thing should come to 
less than £30. All the best, 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


fats Ne Toop 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


4 Nov 90 


Dear Patricia - 


I've typed up the information you gave me in your 
last letter but one to make a nice Note to introduce 
the poems. Also the title page which should come 
first. First the title page, after that your 
introductory Note, and then the poems. 


I think it'll look very nice when it's done. Ask for 
a coloured cover. 


Don't forget to let me know how you get on. Good 
luck with the diet! 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


NOTE 


My father, Thomas Connelly, was born in Glasgow, in the 
Maryhill district, where he spent most of his life, apart from 
his army service in World War II. 


He was a musically-minded man and played the piano, guitar 
and mouth organ. He could read music and over the years 
composed many, many songs which he sent out to all the famous 
entertainers of the day. His dream was to write a great song 
which would make his name. It was a dream never to be 
fulfilled. 


My father had a good trade as a painter and decorator and 
this is how he made his living. But his heart was in the song- 
writing and he never gave up trying to achieve success in that 
line. Unfortunately the songs are no more. The bulk of his 
manuscripts were lost some years ago and only these few poems 
survive. 


Thomas Commelly died in 1968 at the age of sixty~three 
years and may I add he is still sorely missed by mum and me. I 
feel sure that he himself would be pleased that his poems 
should be his memorial. We are glad to have them to read over 
at quiet moments and to remember him by. 


Patricia McTeague, 
Glasgow 1990. 


As ea 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


5 Nov 90 


Dear Jim - 


I had your three essays copied this morning and 
handed in to Clydeside Press. I think it's best 
that they're presented as three sections of one 
piece: because they do of course interconnect but 
also because it's neater editorially! Hope that's 
OK with you. 


Am returning the originals to you along with Irish 
Post which unfortunately does not carry your piece 
on Connelly. Will have another look next Friday with 
maybe better luck. 


Workers City meeting at Fleshers' Haugh tonight where 
there's to be a council-sponsored fireworks display. 
Don't know what chance we'll have in the midst of all 
that. I would think even leafletting might be pretty 
much a waste of time in the dark. But we might do 
some good, who knows? Incidentally, it was nice you 
brought that in about our May Day march in the East 
End - the only one in Britain. Not enough people know 
about that. 


Hope things are going smoothly your end. 
All the best just now. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


11 Nov 90. 


Dear Jim - 


Here! s the Irish Post with your article in it. 
It's nice to see the Irish socialists getting 

the credit that's due them for their part in the 
Easter Rising. John Taylor Caldwell sent me the 
109 pages of autobiography which he has so far 
done. It contains some marvellous things, as I 
knew it would, especially the childhood years in 
Belfast and later on here in the Gorbals. I don't 
think he had much hope of seeing any of it in 
print. I think he put it together mainly for 
family and friends. So far I've quarried out 
about thirty pages of excerpts for the book. I 
think it'll go down well. Going to a District 
Labour Party public meeting this afternoon. It's 
to do with the proposed redevelopment of the 
Green. It's one of four being held in different 
Glasgow wards. The idea of the four is probably 
to dissipate and dilute any protest - particularly 
ours. The meeting I'm going to is in the Gorbals, 
in Cumberland Street, more usually associated with 
drug pushers and their clients. The councillor 
speaking is a man called Mutter. I could think of 
nicer things to do on a Sunday afternoon. Well, 
maybe we'll manage to force a show of hands at 
the end and give Mutter and his boss Lally the 
fright of their lives. That would make it all 
worth while. 


Take care in the clinches. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Tin Yous . 


6 balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Tuesday G Dacate 1770. 


Dear Jim - Sorry for this rush but fighting the clock this week 
as we need the book ready by 16th when we Chops to) launch. 
Will give you a call when I get clear of the chores. I see 
Damer put us both in a footnote. Hooray for the academic mind! 
Anyway, I've enclosed your tickets. Will see you on the night. 
Keep fighting! 

Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Dito tes: Gee, 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 
4 xii 90 
Dear Alasdair - Thanks for Elspeth King piece which will go 
into the book. Enclosed your tickets for Sunday 16th when, all 
going well, the book will be launched. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Tn sean, 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Friday 21 December 1990 


Dear Jim - Sending this packet off to you in haste. Hope the 
book pleases you, it was a hurried job as you know, and little 
mistakes can get overlooked. Also enclosed is current Irish 
Post where it seems your article is not included. Probably next 
issue. Will be in touch again soon re press launch. Keep up the 
fight. 


All the best for now. 


Farquhar. 


oe ~ é 


£2 stamp you sent has 3 
desk for a while now. lly 
nt o get the 30 pages in 


6, Balvi 
Queenspark ; 
Glasgow G42 8Qs& 


Dear John -/ 


*~ 


Thanks for iptteg. fhe t ete fet thirsty error 
e of seve é in o the silly 
Q Gay o get the 1590. @ should be able 


to put ae thi fnvine. 


.ms. In fact the 
up at me from my 
J ae I didn't 
promised. I hope 
a decide to on with the autobiography. Judging 
at you vy one far, your time at sea and 
® olitical years would be a compelling read. Also 
° urse it a be good cd have these things on 
record. 


At last I'm return 


tainly ms! the difficulties. I am glad at 

ast we the work a mention in print and could 

o e public and whatever lynx-eyed editors and 
publishe that might be looking in, with so powerful 
a sample £ what the ms. contains. 


Unfor ae Clydeside Press seems to be stretched 
to the limit at present. It's a bad time for them 
finaneially If il see an opening» I'll remind them of 
your auto ye te sa promise. Wish I could do more. 
/ at 
If you should manage to add to the ms. don't hesitate 
to contact us. Meanwhile I'll keep you in touch with 
Workers City activities - which I hope will create as 
big a stir this year as last. 


Trust al 8 well with you. 
j 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. ' 


6 i 9b ew 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


23 Jan 1991 
Dear Subash - 


Enclosed are some tickets for our book launch 

in case you yourself or friends would like to come 
along. Also some Workers City postcards as well as 
a copy of the book itself. 


We are only now beginning to prepare the Workers 

City stage review but we'll have it ready by May. We 
would want the hall from the first to the fifth of 
May. Is that OK? Also there's the question of a drinks 
license. Will that be arranged by Alien Arts? 


James Kelman and Jack Withers and myself would like 
to meet and discuss these things with you at whatever 
time is suitable to you and just to confirm dates etc. 
Could you telephone me and we'll arrange a meeting? 
My number is 424 3067. 

I look forward to hearing from you. 

All the best, 


Farquhar McLay. 


= A 
hme 


Thar (arees 


Capr-rAme 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


23 January 1991 


Dear Janet - 


It was marvellous of you to make it down here for 

our Scotia Bar launch despite all the difficulties 

and it was lovely to see you and hear you reading your 
stories. We are going for another, more 'professional' 
launch in the Transmission Gallery, where we'll have a 
much bigger audience in a quieter atmosphere. I'm 
writing to ask you to throw everything else to 

one side and come to Glasgow to give us the pleasure of 
seeing and hearing you read again in that sexy 
Ayrshire speak. And if you have other stories you 
would like to try out bring them along. The Scotia Bar 
event was at the wrong time of year for the literati as 
well as the press. We realise that now. This one will 
be different - loads of snotty intellectuals - but as 
compensation the drink will be free! So do your 

best to make it down. Anyway, whether you can or not, 
get in touch and let me know how you are. I want you 
to keep writing because I'm keeping you in mind for 
future and bigger and better anthologies. Hope all is 
well with you and look forward very much to seeing you 
again. 


Yours Aye, 


Farquhar. 


Sa Yms, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


28 Jan 1991 


Dear Jim - 


Here's a couple of copies of the Keelie for 
you to pass round. There was about 1000 
handed out over the weekend. Most of the 
unsigned stuff was put together by Kelman, a 
lass called Pat Deans and myself. The problem 
wasn't shortage of copy but that people were 
echoing each other. It took a bit of sifting 
till we got a blend. I don't think it turned 
out too bad. 


I know you will not be feeling tip-top these 
days, now that the treatment has started, so 

if you don' t feel up to it on the 31st don' t 
worry, I'll keep you posted on how the launch 
turns out. I was a wee bit concerned we might 

be short of authors - Caldwell's age keeps him 
in evenings, Jeff Torrington is unwell, Alasdair 
Gray is very doubtful, J.E. MacInness can't really 
be expected to ever rem Ross-shire (of course 
she might a = es), Ian McKechnie 

is in the huff, and so it goes on. But I made 
pretty certain of Freddy Anderson and he'll be 

a big hit - as he always is when he feels 
welcome and doesn't have to fight his way onto 
the stage! Still and all, it might well be that 
everybody will turn up and we ‘ll have a slut of 
egos vying for the limelight. I hope it's the 
latter but when it comes to tongue-wagging 
Freddy can do three men's work and it doesn't 
knock a feather out of him. 


Some here were saying it was a bad time to have 

a launch with that war going on in the Gulf. But 
surely people must be pissed off with it by now. 
Even in the US it is no longer all-day viewing as 
on the first day or so. You could watch the TV or 
listen to the radio all day and all night and not 
know any more than the person who makes do with 
the news headlines. For all their high-tech, real 
time communications systems very little is getting 
communicated. They just change the wrapping paper 
on the same two or three items of news which they 
keep churning out over over and which are nearly 
always at least two days old. 


I don't know about you but I've more or less given 
up on it apart from normal news bulletins. 


The only thing that intrigues me is what happened 
to the CBS news crew and one other journalist 

who have been missing now for more than a week. 

At least one of them, Bob Simon, went on the 
record to complain about the pool system which 
journalists were being held to and which virtually 
guarantees that the real war does not get reported. 
He went outside the pool for a story and although 
their money, their jeep and all their camera 
equipment was found, he and his crew had vanished, 
The Saudi authorities are looking into it!! 
Apparantly the Brits and the US don't know a thing 
and can't answer questions - not that questions are 
often asked. I heard one asked this morning on 
radio but the General had nothing to say on the 
subject. A Saudi matter. The press out there seem 
to be a very docile bunch. Of course it might well 
be dangerous to get on the wrong side of the 
military. 


Just after getting a phone call from the 

Glaswegian - a freesheet here published in 
association Maxwell's Daily Record. This lad was 
telling me he'd been onto Lally to see if he 

had any comment to make on The Reckonging and 
particularly scrurrilous frontispiece. He 

even offered to fax him over some pages. Lally said 
he did not want to see the book or any pages from 
the book because he knew Workers City to be "a rag- 
bag of bolsheviks, anarchists and miss-fits". 


If that quote gets into the Glaswegian I'll send 
you a copy ~ you being a bit of all three! 


All the best for now. JSAttug weer a! 


Sincerely, 


aes Roo 


SA (oe a 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Qs. 


ais er cs | 

Dear John - 
This is just a wee note to remind you of the 
book launch on Thursday night in the Transmission. 
Hope you can make it along and bring some of those 
Castlemilk anarchists with you. Don't forget to tell 
them the booze is free. 
That stuff on Lally & Co was great. We're going to 
do a stage review in May and that's just the kind of 
background material we need. 
All the best for now. See you Thursday. 

Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Tun ‘omy: 
bp MevA 1441 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Qs 


Sunday evening. 


Dear Jim - 


I tried to phone you today several times before 

I went out, but your phone was engaged. By the 

time I returned this evening it was far too late 

to call you. I've been up to my eyes in it all 

week trying to put the Keelie together - there's 

a few copies enclosed. The front page is mine. 

The middle pages Kelman. But Kelman's stuff was done 
before the war ended, so a few things had to be 
changed here and there. I had to do mine off the cuff 
and decided on a rallying call: that's what I'm best 
at. It must be something in the blood. Always trying 
to incite a rammy. Was at the anti-war (post ee 
demo on Saturday. Tam Dalziel and the RC Archbishop 
did not turn up. It seemed to bother some people, not 
me. I never listen to these speeches anyway. I walked 
down from Blythswood Square along with Donald 
Anderson. (Gonnie haud this banner till a go fur a 
pint?) A gentleman in the best Scots tradition, 
wouldn't you say? 


I'll phone you on Wedneday about 11-30 A.M. all 
going well. Stick with it, comrade. Have been 
delving into your books - am lost in admiration. 


All the best meantime, see you soon. 


a hy | 


Farquhar. 


“Jim Yours 


] 


Mark 1141 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Dear Jim - 


Here's the stuff John Caldwell sent re 
Ferrer. It's not much I'm afraid, and as 
Caldie explained in a note to me it does 
not reflect the extent of Guy's interest 
in and admiration for the man. When I first 
came into the movement his name was 
widely used, even moreso than A.S.Neill, 
but oddly I can't recall seeing a book 
or even a pamphlet about him. Everybody 
knew of him as a martyr in the same 
mould as MacLean. 


Hope this is of some use to you. See you 
soon. 


Farquhar. 


Sot Tala Calne, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


14 March 1991 


Dear John - 


Thanks for looking out and sending on the Ferrer 
material. I had a feeling Guy had not written a 
pamphlet on Ferrer because I think I would have 
rememberered it. But the items you sent have their 
own interest. The advert for an adult Ferrer 

school shows the kind of respect in which the man 
was held in Libertarian circles. In fact it echoes 
to a tee the feeling of a period 30 years or so 
later when I first heard of him. It is remarkable that 
so little has been written about someone so many on 
the Left knew about as a pioneer in libertarian 
education. 


Anyway, Jim Young sends his thanks and he is 
pressing on with his book on socialist martyrs. It 
will include Ferrer, Joe Hill and Sacco and 
Vanzetti. 


He has in his recent letter to me made a few more 
requests for your help. I've decided to pass the letter 
directly to you as it seems to me quite a little list. 
Also to some extent it explains his own difficulty in 
getting about to dig up these things for himself. Hope 
you're able to oblige us. 


All the best for now, John, and thanks again for 
everything. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


ee Jory 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Qs 


17 March 1991 


Dear Jim - 


Herewith the Irish Post which has your article 
about the Irish Bolsheviks, an eye-catching 
combination, and on P.18 there is a photograph of 
one such. He is to be awarded a medal. As the 
“social conscience of Glasgow" and "Monaghan's gift 
to Glasgow" he no doubt deserves a medal. But do we 
deserve Freddie? I cannot believe our failings 
merit any such "endowment". Few of us surely even 
sought it. And I at least ought to be thankful 

for one thing. He can't have me shot. He told me 
once he could feel me squirming every time he 
mentioned the CP, the USSR, Joe Stalin and things 
of that sort, as if the ghost of Dzerzhinskii was 
sitting at his elbow. It wasn't true. I think he 
just hoped I was squirming. I suppose you could 
say, now that we know he has territorial hegemony 
in this department, that he was only trying to 
tease out the rudiments of a social conscience in 
me. Sometimes I had the feeling, though, that if we 
had met in St Petersburg in 1921 he'd have made 
short work of me, social conscience or no social 
conscience. But this was a while ago, before anyone 
was aware that he was an "endowment", when I for 
one saw him mainly as a cross~grained little ponce. 
And now that megalomania has set in, we know what 
to expect and to steer clear of the Vicky Bar. 


But enough of back-biting. I liked your article and 
long may they continue “ongoing". When I hear from 
Caldie I'll send the stuff onto you, unless he gets 
in touch with you himself direct. 


All the best meantime. 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


29 March 1991 


Dear John - 


Many thanks for swift response. Jim Young was 

in Glasgow yesterday afternoon and I handed over 
the material you photocopied. He was delighted 
and sends his thanks and best regards. I also 
gave him your letter to me which told of the 

mood here in Glasgow in 1927 on the day Sacco and 
Vanzetti were murdered. That was an unexpected 
bonus. Once again, thanks. 


Incidentally, in case you may wish to have other 
things photocopied in the future, and you don't 
want to be out of pocket, go to Clydeside Press 
and Tommy will copy them for you free. If you like 
you can contact me and we'll go along together. 


I trust all is well your end and you're keeping busy 
as usual. All the best for now. 


Yours Aye, 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


30 March 1991 


Dear Jim - 


Got the Irish Post OK, there's a shop just 
along the road from me here which seems to 

take more of it than half the other shops put 
together. Your article is good. History in 
newspapers doesn't usually come out so strong. 
Bearing in mind the kind of muck they print in 
most of the Scots and English press, the editor 
there ought to be congratulated. 


Don't know what Donald and Freddie thought of me 
not returning. Plenty of things could have 
happened to me. Actually in the case of 

Freddie that sort of thing has often happened - 
he goes on short errands, sometimes even just to 
the toilet, never to be seen again. Who cares? 
Anyway, enjoyed the crack and hope you didn't 
lose that bottle of whisky Donald gave you. 


Keep up the fight, 
Yours Aye, 


Farquhar. 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Sunday 14 April 1991 


Dear John - 


Am engaged on a Workers City payee for the 

first 10 days in May and have not had the 
opportunity to write earlier. The material 

you sent I've passed to Jim Young who asks 

me to send his thanks. The Aldred pamphlet is 
outstanding. In fact I have a copy of it. It 

was one of the last things I purchased before 

the shop in Montrose Street closed down. You 

may remember there was a 3-vol edition of 
Gibbon's Decline & Fall, several bound volumes 

of The Word and Guy's history of Anti- 
Parlimentarism. They have all been good 
companions to me over the years and not least 

I think because they came from the Strickland 
Press. I have of course lots of Strickland 

Press literature including Guy's Sales baled 

in - is it? - seventeen installments. 

great reading and has given me a lot - aisawaes 
as well as a bit of an education. I count myself 
lucky I managed to get hold of them before it all 
went. Guy was true to himself and his destiny 
always and nowhere is it more patent than in his 
auto. Sadly, I don't think that can be said of 
many people or many autobiographies - especially 
the political ones. I don't need, I know, to name 
them, but for falsification aren't Gallacher and 
Shinwell as good as synonyms, never mind the orally 
transmitted - don't know if you were fortunate 
enough to miss it - effort by McShane? 


We have to be thankful the legacy of yourself and 
Guy and Ethel and Jenny Patrick is there as a 
lasting bulwark against, as Guy would put it, the 
liars and the lying. 


Good luck to you meantime and trust you are still 
hard at your own writing. Thanks again for time 
and trouble in making material available. Keep up 
the fight. 


Sincerely, 
Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Sunday 28 July 1991 
Dear Jim - 


Herewith the Trotsky material from John 
Caldwell which arrived Saturday morning. 

Lots of goodies in, this lot. Particularly 
liked Lansbury on "Trotsky, Stalin... the 
greatest men of our time, working and 
striving for the good of mankind... [Trotsky] 
in the dining room, eyes as kindly as any 
I've seen, his whole demeanour brave and 
courageous. A rousing cheer..." 


Wouldn't have expected anything else from 
Lansbury, but it looks to me as if Aldred 
wasn't very far behind him, and Aldred must 
have known the blood of the Ukraine and 
Kronstadt which was on Trotsky's hands. He 
even criticises Alexander Berkman (who was 
deported from the USA to Russia and requested 
to leave Russia by Lenin) for daring to 
mention it! It must have been the hopes 
they placed in a Fourth International that 
seduced them all in Trotsky's favour. 


Anyway, hope you got home on Friday nice and 
sober, but not too sober, and made a good 
impression. I thought you tied your series 

of articles up rather neatly. I remember 
seeing the original of the MacLean letter 
which you quote nearly 30 years ago when John 
Broom was writing a biography. 


So take life easy these fine Summer days. I 
had a drink in Sammy Dow's after you left and 
got into talk with a couple of railwaymen who 
were angry because TV didn't cover the funeral 
of a colleague killed in the Newton rail crash. 
They were proud of their uniforms. They wanted 
the job they did to be dramatised like the Gulf 
War. They were telling me that they would never 
go on strike: that the militants were booted 
out long ago. And this is the thanks they get. 
Management treats them like shit and TV ignores 
them. Nor was I of much help as I suddenly 
remembered a pressing engagement elswhere which 
fetched me away from them rather hurriedly. 


FA Tah Cabot 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 QS 


1 August 1991 
Dear John - 


Thank you for hunting up and , sending on 

the Trotsky material which I've forwarded 
to Jim Young. I'm certain he'll be as 
fascinated with it as I was. Guy made the 
facts available to the working class as 
nobody else could and in doing so he carved 
out a rich seam which historians will not 
find it easy to ignore. 


One smiles over Lansbury's eulogistic 
twaddle on meeting Stalin and Trotsky. "The 
greatest men of our time... eyes and whole 
demeanour brave and courageous." 


Yet maybe the reformist Lansbury had keener 
insight | than Clynes. Clynes put against 
Trotsky's plea for asylum for obvious reasons. 
But was Trotsky (and Bolshevism) as dangerous 
as he imagined? 


From the Bolshevik take-over in 1917 (stopping 
the revolution and precipitating a civil war) to 
present-day hugs and kisses for corporate wealth 
there is a startling inevitability which makes 
it hard to believe people could ever have placed 
any trust in such an enterprise. But then the 
"greatest men of our time" were running it! 


I hope you had a pleasant birthday. With every 
good wish, 


Sincerely, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


9 August 1991. 


Dear John - 


Thanks for sending on the excerpt from "Studies 

in Communism". I know the pamphlet well but have 

a feeling Jim Young may not and I'll be handing 

it over to him this afternoon when we meet. We 
usually meet about once a fortnight in Chambers 

Bar in George Square. We meet in Chambers Bar 
because it's convenient for Jim, being near Queen's 
Street station. It's rather a nondescript pub where 
you sometimes find nondescript councillors taking 
refreshment after a heavy day in the other chambers 
across the way. They look like men on the way 

out: hoping they'll be kept on as tour guides or 
actual living exhibits when the municipal buildings 
becomes a local government museum. I don't think 
it'll be too long, the way things are going, with 
education and the police sure to be taken out of 
local control after the next election. Well, we 
won't mourn any government, local or central, but 
conditions here are sure to get grimmer. London 
doesn't know or care about what Glasgow needs. It 
never has in the past. As natives suffering 
colonial rule the nationalists will have plenty 

to shout about - but down there in London, in the 
House of Commons. Socialists’ work is here at home 
and it's a heavy task. But, afterall. no heavier 
than for John MacLean and Guy. We can take heart 
from that. 


Wishing you all the very best, 
Keep battling, 


Sincerely, 


Fox Jor. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QSs. 


Sun 18 Aug 91. 
Dear Jim - 


Here's the pamphlet by R.L. which I was speaking 
about. As you know, he's an old mate of mine, ex- 
merchant seaman, safe-blower, convict, time-served 
engineer and life-long anarchist propagandist. 


I think you'll find the essay has some refreshing 
honesty about it. At the same time, aimed as it is 
at the uninitiated, it treads rather well-worn 
paths. 


But these people outside left-wing politics are 

too seldom addressed in revolutionary terms. Usually 
the left has given up on them or tries to disguise 
itself when they're about: old CP trick, Don't 
mention Marx, or, if you must, send for somebody 
like Professor Tiktin, who can be relied upon to 
make it all sound fairly innocuous and unreal. 


As for the look of the pamphlet, the presentation 
was obviously a hurried job. Unfortunately there 

is no title page, not even a date; no printed price; 
roman numerals missing on sections ii and iii; and 
lots of niggly spelling errors. The printing itself 
is excellent. But as I mentioned to you, I would 
like Tommy to shorten the printed line by about 
seven characters or roughly half an inch. It's a 
small thing but makes an incredible difference to 
the look of a page. The line as it stands at present 
is maybe OK for a pamphlet or a short book. But for 
a volume of any length it would make hard reading. 
The same applies to the number of lines on the 

page. At present he has 42. That's too much. He 
should reduce that to 38. So that is a page of 38 
lines, each line 4% inches long. 


I think before Tommy gets to work on the MacLean 
biog you should have a talk with him about this. It 
would make a big difference. The thing has to look 
right and it's only at the cost of a bit more paper, 
which is nothing really. 


Meantime, keep well. 


Sincerely, 


Ned Dewter 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


10 September 1991. 


Dear Ned - 


Many thanks for letter & sending on Independant 
cuttings. In fact I thought the original article 
was shit but took it with the usual forbearance: 
if they aren't actually hatcheting an anarchist, 
you have to be pleased! Obviously this is the 
wrong attitude. The press only get away with it 
because too few people know or care enough about 
a thing to make a noise when presented with 
these absurdities. It was clear Isabel Colegate 
really wasn't into Kropotkin, even although she 
managed to buy a first edition of his Memoirs of 
a Revolutionist (1899) for only £3.50. It was 
reprinted in 1978 with an introduction by Colin 
Ward. Incidentally, Colin Ward has written the 
entry on Anarchism in the current edition of 
Encyclopaedia Britannica. This entry replaces 
the more famous one written by Kropotkin at the 
turn of the century. The entry on Kropotkin 
himself - which Isabel Colegate would have made 
fewer mistakes had she consulted - is written by 
anarchist historian Paul Avrich. Yes, Kropotkin 
founded Freedom Press in the late 1880s. They 
had their centenary only a few years back and 
are the oldest left-wing journal in Britain. 
They come out fortnightly. Back in the 1960s, 
when Freedom was a weekly, the Glasgow 
anarchists used to edit the 4th issue each 
month. alae I'm glad you brought this to my 
attention. I'd have been sorry to have missed 
it. 


Trust all is well with you, hope to see you 
soon. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Q5S 


22 Oct 1991 


Dear Sean = 


Just a quick note. James D. Young and myself are 
planning a quarterly to be launched in the Spring 

of 1992: The 21st Century Socialist. Would like a 
substantial piece from yourself. Unfortunately, 
although we've collected printing costs, authors in 
the first number(s) will be working without payment. 
As we go on, with grants etc., we should be able to 
put that right. As to subject suit yourself: housing, 
history, a memoir, a theoretical piece - whatever 
you're happiest with. No 1 has to be strong as we can 
make it. Dog & Bone press have expressed an interest 
in doing the publishing - not certain yet. You'll be 
in good company. Pass the word round if you know 
anyone who might be interested in contributing in 

one way or another. Goodluck. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


a ¢ Law 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8Q5S 


22 Oct 1991 


Dear Tom - 


Just a quick note. James D. Young and myself are 
lanning a quarterly to be launched in the Spring 
of 1992: The 21st Century Socialist. Wonder if you 
could send us something, don't worry about length, 

ox a few things? 


Unfortunately, although we've collected printing 
costs, authors in the first number(s) will be working 
without payment. Hopefully as we go on, with grants 
etc., we should be able to put that right. 

Maybe you could let me have a glossary as well. 

Trust all is well with you. Still enjoying 
Referendum. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 

Queenspark 

Glasgow G42 8Q5S 

Tues 22 Oct 1991. 
Dear Jimmy: 


Enjoyed your letter, thanks. In fact it's a long time 
since I used to get letters like that, I think the 
telephone is probably to blame. People Phone you but 
not to converse, usually just to tell you when they'll 
be available for a conversation, Practically the only 
letters I get are business letters. I wouldn't say it 
was all that time-consuming either, when you consider 
the time people spend blethering. Letters somehow 
always seem to say more. Most conversations go round in 
unending circles. Well, I could see you weren't at your 
best when you were down here. But I thought you were 
maybe coming out of a depression rather than heading 
into one. After I read your letter I went out to buy a 
paper & hand in a pools coupon. When he was giving me 
change the newsagent, a Mr Mohammed, said he had 
something written on a piece of paper which he would 
like to ask me about. He took out this piece of 

paper from under the counter and read it: Life has 
meaning. He's shaking his head, twisting up his face. 
What does that mean? he's saying to me. The only thing 
I could think of was double-decker buses. I don’t know 
about Aberdeen but Glasgow buses are splashed full of 
Billy Graham looking as if he knows a thing or two and 
saying: Life has meaning. So there's the newsagent 
putting my pools coupon in a drawer with hundreds of 
others and asking me if I thought life had any meaning. 
No it wasn't meant ironically as I at first thought. 

I must have muttered something, mindful that banking 

on Littlewoods was hardly an argument in favour of a 
rational universe. It might suggest that if life did 
have a meaning I wasn't in on it. Nor am I, let's be 
honest. People were rushing in and trying to buy 

things and I could see that his attention was cruelly 
divided between satisfying the wants of the public 

and unravelling the meaning of life with whatever 
little assistance I could offer. The interruptions were 
too frequent to keep a decent dialogue going, so I 
tried to exit saying something about looking forward 

to having a chat with him about this interesting 
subject at a more opportune moment. There were three 

or four people waiting to be served. He was rustling 
with the silver in the till when he looked up and said: 
Bring me a scholar please who can help me, if you know 
someone. He was serious. I didn't think at the time but 
I might have told him the story of Dostoevsky in the 
execution yard, which you reminded me of that very 
morning. Life to be good doesn't have to have a meaning. 
Of course the problem is not with life when it is good 


but with life when pain becomes its main feature. It's 
the unhappy who search out the whys and wherefores. It's 
therefore the unhappy who come up with most of the 
answers, for better or worse, ie Dostoevsky & Co. In the 
end do you think anything works unless it is joyful? I 
doubt it. It's what the wise man marches towards (Gautama). 
Next time you're here we should try and do more eating 
than drinking. Actually the wine you brought along was 
OK but it was too late in the day to prepare any grub. 
Next time we'll put that right. Maybe you'd sleep much 
better if you ate more. Interesting what you say about 
collecting cans. Are you thinking about the same 
anarchist I am? That was incredible. He had thousands 
of pounds in small coins. I think he had two cans: one 
his own (Fridays, Saturdays and public holidays), the 
other theirs (Tuesdays at the mission soup kitchen). He 
was relentless. I suppose begging's endemic. In Glasgow 
they're everywhere: even drug users have a "beggars' rail" 
over in the Gorbals. Then you think of all these TV 
appeals. And you think of a thousand and one different 
causes asking for money. And some causes paying people 
60 grand a year to organise their begging activities. It 
puts our friend a bit in the shade. He was in need 
certainly. Frank Stevenson, if you remember, went into 
scientology and worked for food and lodgings. His guru 
lived on a yacht in the Adriatic. Frank joined the 
wrong organization. Scientologists processed their 
members for in 1960 prices £60 every two or three months 
after the initial processing which only cost you the 
price of the guru Ron Hubbard's book which was about £4 
They didn't go out with cans. Frank would have done 
better with a can. I remember our friend taking me to the 
Scientology headquarters in Edinburgh. He was a bit 
upset because he felt they were muscling in on his 
territory. We were there ostensibly to ask about Frank of 
whom Harry had given a sad account. The place was crowded 
with people waiting to buy the book and be processed - 
they seemed mostly to be Americans. After a little while 
to my astonishment Hughie pulls out the can and starts 
going round these people and getting money out of them 
till the scientologists saw what was going on and put us 
out. They had sexy females with American accents on the 
front counter. They sent one of these. Frank was 
unavailable, she told us. His day off. Would we please 
leave now. Hughie kept his can in a brown paper bag under 
his arm. Never went anywhere without it. Come hail or 
shine, the cause couldn't wait. He was relentless. There 
was a GPO strike much to Hughie's annoyance so he was 
putting his leisure to good use. Imagine what comes from 
being a christmas casual! Last time I looked (5 years ago) 
the Scientologists were relegated to smaller, less 
prestigious premises. They were getting a lot of hostile 
press and TV covrerage at that time. Supposed to be 
keeping people against their wishes, brain-washing them so 


they handed over to Hubbard or his local representative 
large sums of money and any property they had. In fact the 
Scientologists looked to be on the skids. Don't know how 
things fared with Frank. Incidentally, talking about two 
cans, I remember sitting in a lounge bar in the Brigait 
with Tommy Phelan one christmas and Tommy had squeezed a 
pound note into this lad's can when suddenly the bar staff 
vaulted the counter & the collector made off at speed & 
was not to my knowledge apprehended. It was a deflating 
experience for Tommy, as you can imagine. Now and again 
for the rest of the evening he would enquire of this one 
and that one whether the fraudulent collector was caught. 
But who's genuine in the can game? I'm pretty certain if 
I saw an Amnesty can I'd give but would not dare look the 
beggar in the eye lest I see something or somebody there 

I faintly recognise. Of course as I think you know this 
was common practice in the CP. They used to have big fund- 
raising get-togethers with a couple of thousand people in 
attendance. They had a guy, a minister of religion (who 
better?) a patter merchant who was a past-master at 
getting people to part with their money. He knew his stuff 
this lad: he said No Copper now! Collectors went round 
with poly bags and the table behind the scenes would be 
awash with money but the people who were counting it were 
taking liberal helpings for themselves. I witnessed this 
at first hand, through an acquaintance who was one of 
those counting the money backstage. He told me he was 

only doing it because every other bastard at that table 
was doing the same thing. That was the CP with no power or 
hardly any. What the fuck must it have been Like where 
they had real power? When I read about the collapse of 
the CP in Eastern Europe I think of that table piled up 
with money and hands going into pockets all the time. Hugh 
Wyper, a leading CPer, who ran the Trades Council Club in 
Carlton Place, now owns several luxury homes. But the club 
he ran went bankrupt. The CP opened another, not with 
Wyper this time, and called it the Star Club. It too went 
bankrupt. As with the first club, nobody is supposed to 
know where the money went. It is a mystery. I was just 
reading this morning that something like the equivalent of 
30 billion dollars is thought to have been siphoned off to 
Swiss bank accounts by top CPers in Russia prior to the 
collapse of the CP and the dismemberment of the Union. 
-Still hope Anne and yourself enjoy the Paris trip. It is a 
town I have only heard about & read about. My son David 
examines closely my every utterance. He is a skeptic. I 
asked him if he believed that, for example, Paris actually 
existed. Or does he trust travellers & geographers 

etc? He said he does not trust anybody but what he knows 
is that it both exists & doesn't exist. Having your cake & 
eating it in fact. But he’s right, isn't he? Paris means 
different things to different people. It exists & doesn't 
exist. Van Gogh's idea of Paris had no place for a crowd 
that would hunt a man out of the place & into hell. 


Gaugin's Paris was always ready to do just that. It's 
people that make places & not places people. Would you 
agree? And if it is people that make places then you 
should say: I am taking JD & AD across the water to JD 
& ADV epehshdi em Se a a at a: 


ae 


a oe was in London 
with me once when he was about 16 or something and he 
told me that London was just Glasgow with more darkies. 
And in this context, talking about Chapman, I went to a Do 
put on by Joy Hendry (editor of Chapman) at the Mitchell 
Theatre in Midland Street and there was a man there, 
George Gunn he was denominated, who had written a piece 
about me in the magazine and said he was a fan of mine 

but seeing a number of Caribbean gentlemen - Joy's into 
their kind of stuff which puts me to sleep - standing in 

a corner I said Who ur thay darkies ower ther? The word 
"darkie" seemed to have a terrible effect upon George. 

He squirmed, said something about having to catch the 

next flight to Stornoway, gave Joy a kiss, me a bodyswerve 
and was off. The next time I met him, at a book launch 

in the Scotia Bar, he was still suffering from the effects 
of my "racist" remark, and quite obviously he was not a 
fan any longer. But enough gassing for one day. Dare say 
things will settle down emotionally with you & you'll 

find the balance again soon enough. What else can we do? 
Look forward to hearing about your Paris trip. It's good 
to get away for a bit: I do plenty of escaping myself - 

on the old wine trail, not to mention the novels I read. 
Anyway, goodluck to yourself & Anne, Write when you can 


Sincerely, 
—s 


Aye ow 
Farquhar. 


Davis 


Ned Jorere 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QSs. 


25 492 
Dear Ned - 


Nice to hear from you & glad to see as usual 
you're letting nothing slip past unnoticed. I 
read a review of the same book last week by 
James Joll in the TLS (and incidentally he was 
reviewing two new books on anarchism and the 
other was priced at £30!) Woodcock's is much 
better because he has the advantage of 
knowing the subject from the inside - as a 
true believer over seven decades. He was an 
editor of FREEDOM before the war. On the 
other hand Joll's interest is mainly academic. 
Yet for all that, Woodcock is probably harder 
on the book than Joll. He obviously doesn't like 
the tendency some anarchists have to go to the 
ancients like Lao Tze, Zeno, Aristippus and Socrates 
to find respectable forebears. But maybe he forgets 
that in his 1911 Brittanica entry on anarchism 
Kropotkin does it as well. Woodcock dismisses 
Socrates as a "reactionary" with “conservative 
attitudes". That frankly baffles me. For instance 
Socrates’ education ideas - the maieutic 
method - form the basis of all libertarian 
practice in free schools from Pestalozzi and 
Maria Montessori to A.S. Neil and others. And 
then you remember that it was as a teacher in 
pursuit of this method and as a debunker of 
‘conservative" values that he was condemned! How 
can such a man be a reactionary? He might have 
been unfortunate in some of his pupils - Alcibiades, 
in particular, but that's hardly conclusive 
evidence against the teacher or the teaching. He 
wasn't turning out robots. Anyway, I'm 
glad you sent on a copy of the review, I never 
get the Independant but it seems to be a 
favourite of yours. Certainly it comes up with 
some good things. I don't think DEMANDING THE 
IMPOSSIBLE has been reviewed in the Herald. Mind 
you, don't you think he might have chosen a 
better title? I know some old anarchists used to 
call themselves impossibilists - Guy Aldred was 
one of them. I've always felt it makes things 
too easy for opponents. Trust all his well with 
yourself & Mary & hope to have a dram with you 
soon. 

Yours Aye, 


Ports, 


Tei: 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Friday 


Dear Jim - 


Just a hurried note. Find sample of what 

might do as a subscription leaflet. As you 

can see we still have the back surface for 
details of payment etc. The narrow inner 

strip could do for editorial address and 
information contributors will need. Your piece 
from Making Trouble fits well but you 

make your own decision about that. I think 

the two pieces together like that highlight 
part of the dialectic you mention quite nicely - 
not that we'll be at each other's throat, 

you understand! I've changed the title to 
Socialism 2000, which is snappier but what do 
you think? Maybe you could bring this back 

to me when next you're through which 

would save me pasting up another one up. All 
the best for now. See you soon. 


Farquhar. 


fie T aylo~ 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


10 Feb '92 


Dear John - 


Thanks for sending me the Bob Jones pamphlet. 

On the whole he does a good job I think. After 
75 years of total distortion I suppose we have 
to make one or two small allowances. But as you 
say, it will be of real value to young people 
coming into the movement, putting the Left's so- 
called retreat into some kind of perspective. I 
honestly thought he dealt fairly with Guy - he 
certainly laid full stress on Guy's prominent 
role, which too many others like to glide over. 


Hoping - along with Jim Young - to bring a new 
radical journal out later this year. The 21st 
Century Socialist it's to be called, non-sectarian 
but revolutionary - looking forward with hope, 
it's all we've got. As Kropotkin said: "It is 
hope, not despair, which makes successful 
revolutions." 


Trust you are keeping well. 


Sincerely, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


2 March 1992 
Dear John - 


Have been reading and enjoying the Little 
anthology compiled by Guy in The Spur. My 
teeling is that you should include it in 

the book both tor its intrinsic interest 

and the fact that it highlights an area ot 
Guy's wide reading which may surprise a lot 
of people. As to the anthology of Guy's 

work itself all I can say is IL would certainly 
buy it it I saw it in a bookshop. With your 
own editorial commentary to till in the 
historical context where necessary, I think 
it will be@t immense value. You ask would 

it be commercially viable. Well, you know 
yourself radical socialist work seldom is. 
But when did we let that stop us producing 
work which the capitalist market-place wants 
nothing to do with? So keep up the good work. 
With The Z2lst Century Socialist we have not 
made much headway - the main problem being 
costs - but we're battling away. You're on 
the mailing List tor any intormation re 21st C5 
which is available, so watch this space. ALL 
the very best tor now, 


Sincerely, 


_—_ 


peep , 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G4? 80S. 


7 June 1992 


Dear Jim - 


Here's the Poll Tax Rebellion I promised to 

send you and forgot all about due to drunkenness 
and other bad habits. It's good as history as 

well as socialism. There are a lot of clear 
messages in it for people engaged in any struggle. 
Most of all I liked the calm depiction of the way 
ordinary folk in the APTUs managed to nullify the 
centralist ambitions of Militant without splitting 
the movement. They just continued the fight through 
the local networks in the community without waiting 
for, and usually just ignoring, directives from 
the All-Britain Federation. The APTUs wanted to 
smash the poll tax and they succeeded. Militant 
only wanted to use it for electoral ends and 

they failed. If Militant had got control of the 
movement the poll tax would probably be with us 
still. They'd have tried to use their muscle to 
wheedle something out of Kinnock and the whole 
movement would have been shunted down a blind 
alley. Thankfully the grassroots held firm. Let me 
know what you think. 


As for your piece on Ferrer, you dug deep and did 
full justice to a fascinating episode in socialist 
history. It's an excellent account of the man and 
his times. Most of it was new information to me and 
I found it enthralling from start to finish. I doubt 
whether very much of his personal history is widely 
known today, on the left or anywhere else, and this 
essay should revive interest in Ferrer the activist 
as well as Ferrer the educator. Your survey of the 
literature surrounding his martyrdom fills out the 
historical and political context. The inclusion of 
such marvellous little gems as Belloc railing against 
Jews and Freemasons in a C7S pamphlet or Joseph 
McCabe downing six bottles of wine with Malatesta in 
an attempt to "really understand anarchism" add 
spice to the scholarship. I look forward to seeing 
this book in print. It will be a good day for 
socialism. 


Enjoyed the little drink we had together on Friday 
there. Hope you did too and there were no ill 
effects. I suppose if you've been allotted two 
whiskies per day, four dry days allow you to 
consume eight whiskies on the fifth day. Or maybe 
ten. I hope this is right, I am not sure. All 

going well, I'll see you a week come Friday if 
you're coming into Glasgow. Can't make it this 

week as I'll be bundling boxes of linens up and 
down from Perth and Montrose auction rooms Thursday 
and Friday. Keeping my eyes peeled for your review 
of Tiktin's book. Enlosing current Freedom and copy 
of piece I did for forthcoming Keelie. 


All the best just now. Keep battling. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay 
Basement Flat 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 

Glasgow G42 8QS. 


5 July 1992. 


Dear Freedom - 


I am writing to ask if it would be possible 
for you to put the following notice concerning 
21st Century Socialist somewhere in the next 
issue of FREEDOM as I would like strong 
anarchist reprsentation in the magazine. 


21st Century Socialist 
A new radical journal of work & ideas. 
Contributions tis to 4000 words) of 
political, economic, cultural or 
Philosophical analysis welcome. Mss 


with s/a envelope to: 


21st Century Socialist 
Clydeside Press 
37 High St 
Glasgow Gi 1LX 


Many thanks. Have enclosed current issue of the 
KEELIE just off the press. I'm sure you'll find it 
interesting. The names of our local political big- 
wigs may be unknown to you but the strokes they 
pull will certainly be familiar. 


All the best for now. - 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


ee eae 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


14 July 1992. 


Dear Jim - 


Here's the playlet The Stream as promised, although 
looking at it today in the cold light of sobriety I 
do have some misgivings about the tone and style I 
adopted 26 years ago. Certainly a short TV film would 
be possible without too much rewriting. Of course 
your son might not be interested in a short subject 
or indeed in mental illness as a subject long or 
short. The imagery is rather over-stressed here and 
there but it was played with a lot of restraint which 
which probably saved it. It was broadcast twice with 
about a year between and reviewed favourably in the 
Scotsman and Herald. If I was to touch this piece 
myself at this late date I'd overhaul it so 
completely it would be another play altogether and 
not necessarily a better one. Let me know how your 
son feels about it. If he could adapt it for film I'd 
be very pleased and would offer no interference with 
whatever treatment he decided on. 


Best Wishes, 


Fey 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queen's Park 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


14 August 1992. 
Sits, 


One might easily commiserate with Jack McLean 
who does “not know what to think any more" and 
can only "blink at the future" as he beholds the 
"collapse of socialism everywhere" (August 14). 


But surely it is only the Communist Party that 
has collapsed. And if Jack had read James D. 
Young's book rather more closely he would know 
that the Communist Party had jettisoned socialism 
long ago and with as little scruple as the Labour 
Party. 


Young's biography of John MacLean (1879-1923) 
shows clearly that the formation of the Communist 
Party of Gt Britain in 1921 - bitterly resisted 
by the libertarian Left - was in effect a 
betrayal of the radical socialist principles 

on which the working-class movement had built 
since the time of Marx and Bakunin. 


After seventy years that betrayal is now fairly 
well exposed and the power of the Communist Party 
largely smashed. The future need hardly be as 
bleak as Jack implies. The tragedy is not that 
“there are still socialists about who think they 
have answers". The only real tragedy would be if 
the absurd notion of a fascist mentality leading 
the people to socialism should ever regain 
respectability. 


Confusing socialism with the Communist Party or 
rubbishing history which insists on clarifying 
the difference, does no good to anybody. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


23 Sep 1992 


Dear Paul - 


Enclosed is the introduction with one or two 

small typing errors corrected. I have just learnt 
that it was in fact written by yourself. There is 
nothing wrong with using a pseudonym. The only 
problem might be with the biographical note at 

the end. I would advise you to cut this, or at 
least the parts which are not true for yourself - 
such as being a Russian. If it's your own CV no one 
can complain. The real difficulty is that the whole 
thing might be seen as a con, and we ought to be 
above that. And then again, if the thing is 
misunderstood, you compromise not only yourself 

but the John MacLean Society, not to mention the 
other contributors to the book. It's a ruse which 
could easily backfire. Why not simply attach your 
own name? And when you come to deal with your own 
piece in the introduction, open with some such 
phrase as: In my own piece (Marx and Bakunin) I 
have tried to... 


Anyway, for what it's worth, that's my advice. I hope 
it's not too late to put things right. 


All the best for now. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


is i, 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 QS. 


15 “Now "92. 


Dear Jim - 


Just finished Socialist Martyrs & Western Culture. 

I take it this is the opening chapter, for it 
certainly whets the appetite for more. I've already 
read the chapter on Ferrer which I liked a lot. 

Have to say, though, there is a much better poem on 
Ferrer than the one you quote. I think you should 
keep the Arab in but you might like to include Philip 
Levine's poem (or a bit from it) as well. You'll find 
it on P.43 of Voices of Dissent which I've enclosed. 
And incidentally, the last line of the Mujaes quote 
looks a bit suspect to me. Is "name" right or should 
that be "same". Either way it hardly helps much but 
the inclusion of a Lebanese makes your point about 
the universality of the protest, I quite see that. 
You make a lot of good points which deserve to be 
aired and it's a theme which ought to inspire young 
folk coming into the movement. But even if you don't 
make many converts, the history can stand on its own 
feet and can't fail to be useful and worthwhile. 


And by the way, how are you progressing with that 
flash IBM you've got? The typing looks good - is it 
your own or have you been making use of the 

sorely tried secretaries of academe yet again? Is 
that a free service accorded ex-professors or what? 


I suppose it was reckless ladling more whiskey down 
on top of two bottles of Jacob's Creek. No ill 
effects to speak of myself, mind you. How about 
yourself? 


Keep with it. Till next time, all the best, 


Farquhar. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


18 Nov '92 


Dear Paul - 


Just a hurried note. Brendan's telephone number is 
637 1444. Someone else you should talk to is Ned 
Donaldson who co-authered the Merrylee Housing Scandal 
and got a mention in Cliff Hanley's Evening Times 
column. Ned's number is 558 6369. With the Herald 
really all you can do is send a copy to the literary 
editor and hope for the best. Try Jim Young, he may 
come up with something. The Scottish Labour History 
Society will review it in their journal. I think 
they're now based at Glasgow University. Jim Young has 
the address. You should send review copies to all 
left-wing newspapers and magazines. Contact the 
Unemployed Workers Centre, 103 Broughton Street, 
Edinburgh. Also AK Press & Distribution, 3 Balmoral 
Place, Stirling. As well as Free University Network, 
28 King Street, Trongate, Glasgow. I'm sending you 

the Workers City mailing list, all people who might 
be interested in buying the book at the launch/social. 
Wish you all the best. At a quick glance it looks 
very good. Your re-cast intro reads well and comes 
over much better without the ruse. All the best for 
now, 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Nes Dera. 


6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 QS. 


17 Jan 1993. 
Dear Ned - 


Just a note to say thanks for Wall Street Journal 
article & obits from Guardian. If I'm not mistaken 

I got a letter from Leah Feldman round about 1965 
when she was working with Freedom. I wrote naively 
asking for London address of anarchist I used to know 
here in Glasgow who had moved down there. I'd seen an 
article of his in Freedom. She sent me a nice letter 
explaining why she couldn't give out addresses but 
that she'd pass the information on. What stirred 

the memory was Meltzer's remark that she'd been 
knocked down in the street several times Somebody 
told me this many years ago in connection with the 
the woman who wrote me from Freedom. 


Amazed to hear she was at Kropotkin's funeral. And 
what a strange contradiction there was in that 
episode: the Bolshies emptying the jails to let 
the old revolutionist' s comrades pay their last 
respects. Don't see how she could have stolen the 
flowers from Lenin's tomb, though, since Lenin was 
still very much alive in 4921. Somebody trying to 
gild the lilly, I think. 


Also the obit on the actor Leo Maguire which followed 
L.F. stirred a few memories. In the late fifties I 
saw him as Julius Caesar in the Citz in his first 
professional role after leaving drama school. I was 
pally with somebody who was pally with him so we got 
comlimentary tickets for the front row of what they 
used to call for some reason the "dress circle". The 
best seat in the house for the first time in my life. 
I thought Leo was great and was sure to go places. I 
used to hear of him from time to time but never saw 
him perform again. It seems he did a lot of good 
things on the London stage. He was a working- 

class Gorbals lad with no airs or graces and sad to 
hear he's gone, still a relatively young man after 
making a brave go of it in a difficult and precarious 
profession. 


§ sy or O19? “2 FY 8G 
jCant YHRIO =koP 
HElo 4 or 


Basement Flat 
6 Balvicar Drive 


Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 
1S vi 13 . 


Dear Mr Young - 
Enclosed find 2 disks as requested - the problem 
one is marked "Judo", the other is the blank disk. 
Also enclosed is a cheque for £25. 
I don't know how the disk could have been damaged - 
unless perhaps the machine was switched off with 
the disk still in the drive. Would that affect it 
in this way? 
The Error Message reads: 

Error in: Drive A 

Disk sector not found. 


Look forward to hearing from you. My telephone 
number is: 041 424 3067. 


awe 4 


J.F. McLay. 


The Lethal Cuisine piece was the funniest thing I've 
seen in any paper, with true-to-form comments from 
Jean McFadden etc to put the icing on the cake. I was 
so pleased with all these things, that I went out & 
bought a Gaurdian in the hope of finding more of the 
same & I think I told you I seldom read papers & 
never buy them. Of course - & I can see you laughing 
in your beer ~ I was badly disappointed. No gold 
whatsoever - just the usual dross. I suppose it's a 
lottery. Thanks anyway for sharing your good fortune 
with me. The tape on the conchies was much 
appreciated as well. If I catch anything worthwhile 
on the air I'll return your tape with I hope 
something equally good. 


Guid luck & kind regards to Mary. 


ery Fey: 


30 mah Pee 


Dear John - 


Nice to hear from you again after so long. Things 
are OK with me, apart from some minor dysfunction 

of the heart due more, I think, to indigestion than 
anything else. I don't booze as much - can't afford 
the money or the time: it takes me pretty near a week 
to recover after a good wallop. I make do with a 
bottle of wine about once a week. Writing still, of 
course. Managed to recoup £250 last year with the 
Scotia poetry prize. Not often you get a refund in 
the beer trade. Mainly engaged these days in trying 
to shape a mass of disparate material, pumped out 
over the past 25 years, into somnething that might 
pass for a novel. It keeps me out of harm's way - at 
least most of the time. 


Run into Ian on the odd occasion, usually in the 
Clutha. He phoned recently, passing on your regards, 
and asking about the possibilities for another 
Workers' City type anthology. I like the idea myself. 
The only problem is Tommy's finances. The story goes 
that Militant owe Clydeside Press a huge amount for 
numerous printing jobs, and if I know Militant he'll 
be lucky if he sees a penny. I'll certainly make some 
enquiries and see just how things stand. 


Yes I'd like to get together with you for a chat one 
day soon. I was going to suggest the Clutha but just 
remembered you and Brendan were not on the best of 
terms last I heard. Not that he's very often on the 
premises. But there are plenty of pubs, or as you say 
Ian's house. No booze is fine with me. Give me a call 
(424 3067) and we'll arrange something. 


Hope the work and and the life are moving along 
smoothly at your end. Keep off the ropes. 


Sincerely, 


foe tyjoto, 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


18 x1 93 


Dear Jimmy - 


Excuse delay in replying to your last. Lots of 
upheaval hereabouts with plumbers & gasfitters & 
chimney sweeps, then a bit of interior decorating & 
putting up shelves, then antique fairs at 

Birmingham & Stoke on Trent, all this accompanied 

by a prolonged attack of gout - some minor sabre- 
rattling from the old tyrant, I suppose, to go 
alongside polyps in the sinuses, bunions & dyspepsia. 
And thinking about your remarks re Harry's laughter, 
I couldn't help remembering it as I clambered up & 
down ladders on my gouty foot, fucking and cunting 
the place down, to get relief. Sometimes I never 
understood what the hell you and Harry were laughing 
at. There might have been some embarrassemnt in it as 
you say. But it's a good bolt-hole on a bad day that 
laughter. I'm half-way settled by now, but only just. 
There's a lot more to be done but that'll be next 
year with a bit of luck. 


The therapy seems to be taking a grip. I imagine 
you'll get something out of it. This idea of 
connecting up experience with the feelings rather 
than the intellect ought to be useful. I'd like to 
see how that works out in practice. Your reply to 
the therapist when he asked how you were going to 
spend the rest of the day - "I'm going home to read 
Janov" - must have made him feel a bit redundant at 
least. An interesting experience for him to work 
through on the level of feeling. You might be doing 
these people as much good as they you. 


No, can't say I recall ever discussing child abuse 
with Harry, and to my knowlege he never wrote about 
it. In 1963 I did send him a dream I'd written down 
which was paedophiliac in imagery, but not, I 
thought, in meaning - leastways not in the wish- 
fulfilment sense. He replied humorously, saying he 
was quite sure I knew more about it than he did. 


No need to apologise. I do not feel you broke any 
confidences. But I do feel you're making far too 
much of a single little fairly ambiguous utterance 
which certainly was a blow to my self-esteem at the 
time, but apart from that momentary pang meant very 
littie to me then as now. My father could make cruel 
remarks when it seemed to him he'd been let down by 
us. It happened a lot. 


I think I know what you mean when you talk about 
taking responsibility for our own lives. But how does 
that tie up with laying the blame for everything on 
faults in our parents? We are parents too & have 
doubtless wreaked a good deal of mischief in bringing 
up our young. Who are they to blame? Us? Or our 
fathers & mothers whom we blame. Or our grand-fathers 
& grand-mothers who must also have had faults? The 
wrong, if there is a wrong, goes back a long way. 
It's a hopeless search, if you're looking for 
somebody to blame for the way we are. 


I'll stop here because I'm typing this out in the 
dark, being half-naked & with no curtains on the 
windows. I daren't put a light on, with all these 
nice people passing by, just home from the office. 
I don't know where I picked up this bad habit of 
doing things about the house in a state of 
undress. I should catch the five o'clock post. 


Hope to hear from you soon. Stay off the ropes. 


Sincerely, 


Feytn , 


Bsm. Flat, 

6, Balvicar Dr. 
Queenspark, 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


25 May 1994 


Dear Jim - 


Think I'll try "Writing the Revolution" - as 
a title, I mean. It seems to hint at some things 
I've been puzzling over in recent days. Like in 
what precise way did the literature of the 
Enlightenment influence events in the French 
Revolution. I wouldn't go into that, of course. 
I'd keep it closer to home. Maybe the books Pat 
Lally was brought up on in Thistle Street, Gorbals. 
Things happen the books never intended. The 
Encyclopaedists are no longer blamed directly 
for the Terror but where does their influence 
stop? 


Anyway it's a vague enough title which will let 
me wander off a good way. If you are able to, let 
me know what subjects other speakers are dealing 
with. Glad your trip was a success. 


Enclosing note I got from Michigan Univ back in 
1988. Labadie himself seems to have been active at 
the turn of the century. Wish I'd remembered this 
earlier, before you left. It was just when you 
mentioned you'd found good material I thought of 
Ann Arbour & the Labadie Collection. This wouldn't 
be the same collection you found, would it? 


So all the best just now. Writing this letter in 
defiance of BT brainwashing. As for staying out of 
things & keeping my head down, well you tell me: how 
else do you get any work done? 


Yours Aye, 
Ce 
ye Farquhar. 
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6 Balvicar Dr 
Queenspark 
G42 8QS 


Glas 


26: Vii 4s. 


Ben - 


Re invoice enclosed, this was the first time 
I used M2. It was a small problem to do with 
something called an armature which seems to be 
a support for the print head. Apparently it wears 
and the print head moves out of position. But it's 
a simple matter fitting a new one. The mechanic 
came here and put it in in 10 mins. From what you 
say it might be the same problem with your own 
machine, I hope so. M2 are attached to the 
“engineering application" dept. of Strathclyde 
Uni. I don't quite know what that means. Maybe at 
means they! re trainees. But I think they're all 
trainees in this field - every one you talk to has 
a different story. The number to phone is 552 3877. 
I hope you get a result. Let me know how you get 
on. Facing trip to Birmingham tonight. Still doing 
penance after all these years. Must have been some 
kind of bastard in a past life. All the best for 
now, keep cheery. 


Farquhar. 


ae 


Jim es: 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S 


2 Sep 1994. 


Dear Jim - 


Returning your chapter on Ferrer as requested. I 
think you must have left this for me with someone - 
probably Tommy Kayes - as your handwritten note at 
the top of p.1 would indicate. You could just tipp- 
ex over this. And remember I also have what looks 
like your introductory chapter which you sent me in 
June 1992. If you need it let me know & I'll fetch 
it along next time you're in Glasgow. The MacLean 
Soc. meeting is a week tomorrow, on 10 Sep. If you 
feel up to it I could see you there. Mind you, come 
to think of it I'm not all that sure I'll feel up to 
it myself. Anyway, glad to hear your book is nearing 
completion. I think I said before when I read the 
the material you sent me that the book's publication 
would be a good day for socialism. Today I went over 
the stuff again & I still feel that way. Keep on in 
there. 


See you soon. 


Farquhar. 
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Dear John - 


Thanks for copy of Centrastus (No.50) which I had 
not seen although I'd heard good things about it in 
various quarters. Pleased to find it matched its 
fame. Due to yourself & Jim Young the writings of 
Victor Serge are getting much better known 
hereabouts. Two days ago a man was asking me if I 
had anything in my library by Serge. He'd been 
reading Centrastus. This was an old CPer & he'd 
never heard of the man!! Thought your coverage was 
excellent - must have sent a guid few scampering to 
the libraries. Eager myself to get hold of some of 
the novels. Also your Poppy Day poem. It reminded me 
of the poppy factory in Edinburgh run by Earl Haig. 
They employed disabled ex-service people to wire the 
poppies. I turned the job down and risked my broo 
ah ea money. Feel quite proud of that now. Probably it had 
pak i. (41 more to do with pure cussedness or even just laziness 
than any great moral thing. But sometimes, by one 
route or another, we get to the right place. 


All the best in the New Year, 


Sincerely, 


—_ 


ben gp. 


6, Baivicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Sul) aly 275) 


Hello Jimmy - 


Glad to find you in such good form. I'm feeling 

quite positive myself this morning, having just 
recently got over a 3-week illness. I had the GP worried 
& perplexed. There were so many things wrong with 

me he didn't know what to prescribe - the various 
medicines I require liable to react violently in 
eachother's company to the overall disadvantage of 

the patient. So he gave me just one pill, to see 

how I went on. It's been working a treat thus far. 
I've got my breath back, the pains in my arms have 
gone, and my appetite has returned. I'm trying not 

to adopt too positive a stance, in case I fall down 

a hole. Ever try Amiel's Journal? On 25 August 

1871 "all dissonances have disappeared. Labour and 
tears, sin, pain, and death have passed away. To exist 
is bliss; life is happiness. Creation is but one 

vast symphony of inexhaustible praise and harmony." 

He has "become a note in the great concert." But on 

22 September 1871 the sky "is gray - the day so 
melancholy. A friend has left me, and the sun is 
unkind and capricious. Everything passes away, 
everything forsakes me. And in place of all TI have 
lost, age and gray hairs." The same old story. It's 
hard to affirm when you have to be always on the Lookout 
for these traps, but it's a refreshing breeze, no 
gainsaying that. Long may it stay with you. 


I suppose a measure of tranquillity has returned. The 
workmen have gone. We should have had this work done 
years ago, you're right. The trouble is Kate & I are 
two great procrastinators - for different reasons: she 
because she likes things improved to the limit rather 
than just marginally, and the limit isn't always 
affordable; me because I find nothing more threatening 
than noise and upheaval. Revealingly enough my illness 
coincided with all that hammering. 


Received an xmas card from Harry's kids - Harry's kids? 
It must be something like 35 summers since Euan was 
born. Oddly I get the feeling the family is still 
together. The four names were there at the bottom of the 
card: Euan, Moira, Norma, Tricia. No address but again I 
imagine they're still in Penecuik. Must try, all going 
well, & pay a visit this summer. 


Saw R. Lynn at a Burns Supper the other night. He's been 
ill as well & I have to say he wasn't looking too good 
but still has lost none of his appetite for organising 
things. He tells me he has bus runs and summer schools 
coming up. He asked about you & I told him you were now 
hypnotising people. I'm not sure what he took out of 
this. I didn't have a chance to elaborate over the 
haggis & mash. I think maybe he took it metaphorically. 


Frank Gaitens died. Mind of him? He was one of the three 
or four Catholic lads who came about the meetings in old 
Mark's time, which must easily be 40 years ago. right? 
One of the other “lads", now a 56-year old alcoholic, 
brought me the news. He was badly hungover & broke & 
wished to put the sad tidings to some practical use. I 
took him up to the pub for an hour or so. He had other 
deaths to report to other people, so I'm sure he 
survived. 


Haven't seen Ben since the Aberdeen trip. Have to give 
him a call soon. And I like the hi-tech typography 
you're using, looks like a great machine. Regards to 
Anne. Hope this letter isn't depressing: it's meant to 
cheer you up! Keep on with being positive, all the best 
for now. 


Yours Aye, 


oan tee 
Farquhar. 


— 


6 Balvicar Dr. Queenspark. Glas. G42. 
22) TiS 
Jimmy - 


Taking up this plea for the positive in your last, I'm sure 
overall it's probably the best policy, but there's a lot to be 
said on the other side too, don't forget. The world being what 
it is & people being what they are. I wouldn't be down on 
negativity absolutely. I remember reading Jung's account of 
primitives who take a miscalculation at the start of the day - 
such as stubbing a toe - as a sign that they should return home 
& go to bed where they can't come to too much harm, which seems 
in line with (or for me at least is certainly reminiscent of) 
Pascal's theory that the man in his room with the door locked 
significantly reduces the amount of evil in the world. It may 
be a poor skulker's philosophy but life is attended with so 
many miseries all we do practically all the time is run for 
cover. And why not? Refusing makes as much sense as joining in. 
I_ was reminded of this a week or two back when I was on the 
M77 protest march. In my pouche was my last letter to you where 
I mention the death of F.Gaitens. Who do I knock into in 
Pollock Park but another member of that same RC quartet. This 
one if you remember was into Classics & got himself transferred 
on a cultural exchange scheme to Kiev to pick up a bit of 
Russian when Latin & Greek lost ground here. We drank a litre 
of wine over a log fire at the peace camp before the police & 
security cleared us out for Wimpey's tree-fellers with their 
earth movers & chainsaws. He was telling me he's secretary of 
some RC anti-nuclear organisation. They believe in peaceful 
protest. He seemed quite confident the campers would get the 
better of Wimpey & the motorway plan would be scuppered. I 
couldn't see it myself, not on that day's performance, we were 
all swept aside with such ease. A lot of screaming but no real 
resistance. We could all have stayed in our beds without much 
loss. Nevertheless because of the protests there's an 
incredible surge in pro-green, anti-motorway feeling. Stewart 
the Scottish Office minister was forced to resign after losing 
his cool with the protesters. Even polluted rags like the 
Record and Evening times are now all for the environment, so 
they claim. And Stewart who now writes a weekly column for the 
Record says he was misunderstood and has always been strong on 
green issues except where violent protests disturb the 
democratic process which is his one true love. It really is 
astonishing. Nobody believes in motorways anymore. But Wimpey, 
the bogeyman and arch-enemy of the environment, is still going 
to build his motorway with government money promised by 
Stewart. The democratic process, it seems, is powerless to stop 
him. He needs the money as badly as the Tories need his 
contributions to their election fund. It's money talking and 
money as usual will probably decide the issue - at least in the 
short term. 


I'm slowly getting over yet another drinking binge, but my 
nerves are in shreds. I'm getting too old for the drinking as 
surely as I was too old for even that little protest in Pollock 
Park with peace- & vote-loving Militant Labour & Leftie 
Catholics, etc. It is too easy to bulldoze these vote- & peace- 
lovers, animal-lovers, and tree-lovers into a bog. Passive 
Resistance is, was & most probably always will be a bit of a 
laughing stock, & it doesn't get any less farcical as the 
crowds get thinner. It's all a bit of a fraud & just about 
convinces you bed must be best. A prominent Militant here & his 
mother keep trying to get arrested for the sake of the votes. 
It worked with the poll tax protest & he got a seat on the 
council. But nothing they do seems to have any real conviction 
about it. It all boils down to photo opportunities. John Brown 
of old would have saved more trees with the gun in his hand 
which he wasn't backward in using. 


I note that your patients are steadily getting worse. Maybe you 
should throw Janov out the window & try Reich. Just a joke. 
Maybe of the two Reich was madder. I know nothing about Janov, 
although I've hurried through a wee paperback of his - there 
seemed to be some suggestion in blurb that it has sold millions 
- in Waterstones. I found a biog. of R. about a week ago in 
Govanhill Public Library, a massive 600 page job by a man 
called Myron Sharaf, but very useful and accessible; I'd 
recommend it. In fact Janov gets a brief mention therein. I've 
poked my nose into Reichian stuff over the years trying to 
figure out what on earth he was up to with his famous orgone 
accumulators, which capture certain radiation (life force) in a 
wooden box.The patient buys or hires the box and sits in it. 
According to R. (& I know I'm over-simplifying) sickness & 
neurosis are caused by bad or inadequate orgasms. The boxes 
concentrate energy in one place & the patient absorbs it to his 
benefit. He spent a whole day trying to convince Einstein of 
the scientific efficacy of the boxes; he wanted an endorsement 
so he could swing into full manufacturing production. When 
Einstein backed off R. tried to blackmail him by publishing 
their correspondence. This was pretty much in keeping with the 
gangster ethos of Viennese psychoanalysis, from its founder 
down. Highly entertaining pages these with some startling 
insights into the politics of the Psychoanalytical Society. 
Reich's own orgasm was apparently quite perfect. I don't know 
about Einstein's who was probably too preoccupied at the time 
in the Los Alamos bomb factory. By comparison R.'s orgone 
accumulators were at worst harmless placebos for cancer 
patients. But it was R. who went to jail. Therapeutically it 
was hazardous ground, like his unorthodox approach in analysis. 
Get the Sharaf book, he's a Reichian analyst himself & tells 
the whole story sympathetically & from personal knowledge. 


Time for shut eye. Hope youre well. Adio for now. 


Farquhar. 
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Stan - Much obliged for OPEN CIRCLE 
anthology. I've seen these collections 

a few times in recent years & always 

found them good value. This one is no 
exception. Of your own four poems I 

thought Seabird tops with Stornoway a 

close second <- nicely understated pieces, 
all of them, saying plenty without recourse 
to the inspissated & impenetrable. Maybe 
we'll see a collection of your own before 
long - despite yesterday's bad news on the 
publishing front. Heard Carcanet managing 
dir. on last night's radio saying there 

was going to be a lot less charity around 
from here on in. I'm not sure what exactly 
he meant, but it didn't sound very 
reassuring. You'll be glad to hear the 

idea was quickly stamped on by Jeffrey 
Archer who said the cut-throat pursuit 

of vast profit margins was to the good 

of everybody and in no way precluded the 
charitable impulse. He could personally 
vouch for HarperCollins as a charity second 
to none except maybe the stock exchange who 
knew a deserving case when they saw one, ie 
himself. 


Trust all is well your end. Myself, I muddle 
along one way or another, keeping out of 
trouble most of the time. A couple of years 
ago I applied for & got the war pension I 
told them to stuff when I was 20, so I must 
be weakening. 


Thanks again for the poems. Keep up the good 
work. 


Yours Aye, 


Farquhar. 
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As was widely expected the medical faculty at 
Dundee University refused to re-admit Brian 
MacKinnon as a student. Now that the whole story 
is known, it seems a harsh and - to this layman's 
eyes at least - a very unjust decision. 


No one denies there was subterfuge (and whether or 
not medics should be capable of such ingenuity 

must remain a moot point). But might it not be that 
the real culprit in this whole sad affair is the 
hidebound attitude of the medical schools toward 
students who go down with anything that is 
characterised as "psychiatric" - even when, as in 
this case, it was aoa” the wrong diagnosis? 


The young man feared that to be labelled 
"obsessional" by the university psychiatrist 
would pretty well seal his fate as far as a 
career in medecine went. Sadly this proved to be 
only too true. 


A person could easily run away with the idea that 
medical faculties up and down the country are as 
prejudiced on this subject as only poor ignorant 
laymen are supposed to be. 


It is certainly to be hoped that this is not the 
case. But of course here we are dealing with 
doctors not as healers but as administrative 
officials, heads of faculties, etc. One supposes 
they can be as prejudiced as anybody else in that 
capacity. 


Surely in the city of R.D. Laing there should be 

no question of turning a brush with psychiatry 

into a lifelong handicap. We have a right to expect 
better than that from our universities. 


Farquhar McLay. 


Cem Cam, Gay, Le Mle Se. 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 
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Gerry: I understood the Derek Keith meeting 
was to be today, the 3rd Nov. At least that's 
the note I have in my diary. I see now it's 
been moved to the 12th, which I won't be able 
to make. In fact I'll be away for the next 
six weeks or so. I had hoped to explain this 
at tonight's meeting. Hope all goes well. 


Farquhar. 
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6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


22 April 1996 


Dear Donald - Read your splendid letter in Herald on Sat with 
enormous enjoyment. Best thing I've seen in that rag in long 
enough. I've been pretty ill these past weeks & it cheered me 
up no end. I expect you heard Hugh Savage died. Oldcex’) 
Stalinist but a guid man if he was on your side. He was on ours 
in the anti 1990 campaign. I got to like him a lot. I was at 
the funeral out at Daldowie & later at the reception in the 
Clutha where the booze was free. Of course I indulged like mad 
& have only today begun to feel like my real self. I still have 
the old doc coming back and forth. He retires in a week or two, 
worn out rescuing drunks from the holes they dig for 
themselves. Hope all is well your end. Just thought I'd like to 
tell you how much your letter was appreciated. Thousands of 
other readers I'm sure felt the same. Good luck. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 
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6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 
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Dear Paul - Just a quick note to thank you for your letter & 
copy of Interventions. I thought your review was spot on. 
MacLean was certainly a victim of the CPGB slander machine & 
what you have to say re the widespread use of this tactic on 
the Left is certainly pertinent. As you say yourself, the 
history of the movement is littered with such cases. One might 
have expected the Left to be above such nastiness. But human 
nature being what it is... Big egos, narrow mindedness, and a 
heavy dose of inherited Stalinist culture hayemade it virtually 
endemic. Glad to see you're standing your ground. All strength 
to you. We must meet & chat soon. I haven' t been keeping too 
well of late but with the better weather I'1l probably perk up. 
Look after yourself. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 
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Farquhar McLay 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


Dear Mr Harvie - 


Certainly you can go ahead & use Glasgow Smiles 
in your anthology. I'm sure Jack Withers will be 
glad to help also. I tried to telephone him a 
couple of times yesterday & today but got no 
answer. He may be on holiday. Anyway here's his 
address & telephone number: 


Jack Withers 
16 Belmont Crescent 
Glasgow G12 


Tel: 339 9492. 


All the best with the anthology. Look forward to 
seeing it when it comes out. Hope to hear from you. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay 


Farquhar McLay 

6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S. 
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The Editor 
The Herald 
Albion Street 
Glasgow. 


Sir = 


Reading Sean Damer’s piece (Sep. 22) on the 
man who co-authored No Mean City, Alexander 
McArthur, I couldn’t help feeling that poor 
old Alex was getting short-changed in death 
no less surely than in life. 


I don’t see why we should assume that the 
contract McArthur signed with Longmans in 1934 
on such outrageously disadvantageous terms 
“clearly indicated” McArthur’s minor role in 
the collaboration. It might just as easily have 
indicated that the original author badly needed 
an agent. An unemployed Gorbals baker in the 
early 1930s wasn’t going to haggle too much. 


With regard to “material unpublishable in its 
existing form’, the case of B.Traven (another 
proletarian author of the 1930s) seems broadly 
parallel. Traven wrote a barbarous English which 
was really German: (might it not be that McArthur’s 
“leaden” prose was really Scots?) A publisher’s 
editor turned Traven into readable English, with 
results we are all familiar with. There was of 
course never any question of the publisher’s 
editor receiving 75% of the royalties! 


If, towards the end of his short life, McArthur 
was “driven into mental instability” by people 
like Robert McLeish (The Gorbals Story) whom he 
accused of plagiarism, it is likely the real harm 
was done at the outset with his treatment at 
Longmans. 


But with biographical details still sparse nobody 
can ever really know what precisely triggered his 
suicide. Perhaps the unpublished material in Dr 
Damer’s hands - after all the only things McArthur 
wrote which have not been tampered with - may 
provide a few clues. Some enterprising publisher - 
why not Glasgow Libraries? - should give the public 
an opportunity to make its own mind up. 


It might even turn out that a publishers’s editor 
was absolutely the last thing this writer needed, He 
might even become a best-seller again, and this time 
standing on his own two pins, despite Dr Damer’s 
critical objurgations. 


Let’s have McArthur gua McArthur. 


Yours sincerely. 


Farquhar McLay. 


Farquhar Mclay 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S 


The Editor 
The Herald 
Albion Street. 


Sir- 


Perhaps in the controversy over the literary 
value of Alexander McArthur’s input on No Mean 
city, we should not lose sight of the fact 

that he was the original author. Because McArthur 
would have nothing to do with contemporary left- 
wing politics - which was in effect the Communist 
Party ~ he is pilloried by people like Sean Damer 
{ex CP if I’m not wrong} who did not experience 
the horror of the 1930s .Looking back McArthur’s 
reticence wears a lot better than Gallacher and 
McShane’s shouted-out commitment, 


Yours sincerly 


Farguhar Mchay. 


It seems to 
me a small matter whether he could put the dots 
in the right place 
Pasrty 


6 Balvicar Drive 
G42 
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Ben ~ 


Thanks for sending on George Williamson's 
pamphlet. I thought it was spot on. I used 

to argue along these lines myself - maybe 

ten or twelve years ago - but was forced to 

run for cover: the return fire had me shell- 
shocked. I think it was all the more deadly 
because totally unexpected - especially 

among anarchists. Of course social workers, 
Trotskyists and academics (all nervously 
thumbing their PC pocket dictionaries) had 
penetrated the scene by then, and for safety 
they championed Feminist causes to the exclusion 
of all else. It may have been a shorteut to 

sex. I remember sitting in the Scotia bar - 

a female on either side of me - listening to 

an interminable lecture on child-abuse: that 

was because I happened to say that maybe the 
police and the courts and the social workers 

did more harm than the original perpetrator 

of the abuse. When anarchists set up as 
moralists you can be sure it’s the entryist 
Trots pulling the strings with the help of a 
couple of social workers. I’ve seen it with 

my own eyes in the Glasgow group. Anyway, best 
leave it there for now. Sorry I didn’t catch 

you during your free week there. I fully intended 
to pay you a call. The best laid plans. There’1ll 
be other times. Woke up this morning and found 
myself 63 - an age at which these days you’re 
safe from nothing but more vulnerable than ever 
to a greater number of evils. May they pass us by. 


Regards to Betty & 
Family. 


Farquhar. 


Basement (left) 
6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 OS 
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Dear John - 


George Williamson, whom you may remember from 

the old Solidarity group of the 60s, left this 
pamphlet with Ben Mullin. Ben sent a copy to me 
and when discussing it with him later he thought 
you would like to see it also, so I had a copy 
made which I enclose with this. The “Sex Abuse 
Industry”, as George calls it, has all sorts of 
ramifications for the Left generally and human 
rights in particular. It is difficult to hold 

the line against the manifold injustices that 

get perpetrated in the name of “protecting” the 
child. Not to be with the pack is to risk becoming 
the quarry: so most people either join the pack or 
just keep their mouths shut. I think George 
Williamson gets to the nitty-gritty of the subject 
quite well. I used to argue along these lines 
myself until the fire power of the opposition - 
found sometimes even among so-called anarchists - 
had me running for cover. I was always forgetting 
how many social workers and ex-Trots were in the 
movement here. Anyway, I’1ll leave it like that for 
now. I haven’t heard from you for quite a while, 
although Ben has kept me posted regarding your 

ups and downs. I trust you’re well. 


Cheers the noo. 


Farquhar McLay. 


TN Rey . 


6 Balvicar Dr. 
Queenspark 
Glas. G42 8OS. 


Thur 18 June ‘98. 


John - 


Haven’t been keeping well of late & trying 

to conserve what energy I have for the book 

I’m writing. I hope your project works out. 

I’ll look out some things which may be of use 

to you. You should try John Manson, 6 Victoria 
Street, Kirkpatrick-Durham, Castle Douglas, 

DG 3AP. Also William Neill, Burnside, Crossmichael, 
Castle Douglas Kirkcudbrightshire, DG 7 3AP. 
Also T.S. Law, 35 Ruthven Street, Auchterarder, 
PH3 1BX. All three good poets with Left leanings 
and they won’t expect payment V You’ ve got Jim 
Young's address right. He’s in touch with people 
who might want to contribute. Freddy Anderson, 
Phil McPhee, Tom Leonard, Alisdair Gray, John 
McGarrigle. I don’t have their current addresses. 
Young should be able to help there. Last address 

I had for Kelman was 19, Caldercuilt Rd. G20 OAE. 
I’m certain Jack Withers would like to be involved. 
He’s at 16, Belmont Crescent, Glas. G12 8EV. And 
Tan McKechnie’s at 99 Millbrae Road. He’s still 
with Clydeside Action on Asbestos and might do a 
nice piece for you on that subject. 


That’s about all the help I can be at present. 
Hope things work out for you. 


Sincerely _ 
Paws . 


Farquhar. 


Pe i Basement Flat 
a Dos? 6, Balvicar Drive 
_dephrdor Queenspark 
» Glasgow G42 80F. 
Ken 7 3 Ha- 
D 28 vii 98. 
John - 


Many thanks for letter & copy of Markings. In 
fact they found me in the A & E Ward at the 
Victoria Infirmary in Glasgow where I’d been 
taken with masses of fluid in both lungs. I was 
recovering but still pretty miserable when these 
things arrived. But I don’t think I’ve ever read 
anything with more enjoyment. I suppose it’s a 
thought which might deter more letters than it 
would encourage, one never being quite sure of the 
circumstances a recipient could have landed in. 
I suppose a truly friendly letter transcends all 
such difficulties, as yours certainly did. I am 
home now and feeling on the mend, with the heart 
pumping to more purpose. There’s a chap I know 
who is planning a new Left-wing anthology. I 
included you in some names I gave him of writers 
he might like to contact. He is John Reilly, 

44 Knightsbridge Street, Glasgow, G13 2YN. He 
should have contacted you by now. I hope you 

can send him something, verse or prose, length 
say about 5000 words, before the end of August. 
I’ve given him 5000 words myself. Clydeside Press 
are to publish the book. And hoping this letter 
finds you, as it leaves me, well and happy - or 
at least as well and happy as we have any right 
to expect in a such a queer world, in such a sad 
time. 


Farquhar. 
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6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 


Q Glasgow G42 8QS. 


ee oot 
¢ coe 45° 18 iv 99 


Dear John - 


Thanks for current copy of Markings. I 
particularly liked your translations of 
Umberto Saba, who is new to me; I thought 
they were superb. The Montale poems struck 
a chord as well. It says a lot for Markings 
that it keeps its aim a good ways into the 
stratosphere, clean awa frae the political 
kailyard where the whoors o Holyrood 


like the sow’s erse ay 
weel creeshed 


are gien aff sic an awfy pong. And that’s 
afore they even get started. 


Yes I hope we may meet at some do or other 
before too long. I had an idea John Riley was 
planning another anthology. He is maybe trying 
to get the cash together. I’m not sure how the 
last one went, there are still one or two on 
the shelves in the bookshops. Anyway there’s 
no stopping you, I’m glad to say, with your 
poems and translations, all power to you. I 
haven’t been keeping too badly since my last 
stay in hospital in July 1998. It’s a small 
thing to moan about - but swallowing so many 
damn pills every day is a drag. They’re 
supposed to be doing me good - I’m deeply 
suspicious. Mind you it’s laughable in its 
way. There are a million varieties of pill on 
the market, and the only ones they are 
reluctant to prescribe are the ones that cheer 
you up. I hope you are yourself keeping in the 
best of health. Write to me again when the 
spirit moves you. 

With all good wishes, 


Yours aye, 


Farquhar. 


4 A Rr 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S. 


6 ix 99, 


Dear John - 


Sorry to hear about the many bugbears 
you're faced with - they never go out of 
fashion, people being people, money being 
money, and the shithole press being its 
usual self. I’m glad to see nothing 
discourages you. I’11 have a rake through 
some stuff to see what I have that might fit 
or be made to fit, and get it to you as soon 
as I can. 


For now, all the best. Keep punching! 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Dar Meee. 


Bsm.Flat 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


16 x 99, 
Ben - 


Got the AAFAA material today. There 

is certainly urgent need for some such 
organisation. What’s happening at present 

is a civil liberties outrage, and the people 
who ought to be helping are slow in coming 
forward. In the Mitchell recently I ran into 
aman I used to know from the Scottish 

Council for Civil Liberties. In 1990 he 
promised to write a piece for Workers City 

but never came up with anything. I mentioned 
some of the issues raised in the AAFAA 
newsletter. His response wasn’t encouraging. 

He said he knew about the problem but there 
wasn’t much anybody could do. I said I knew 

of some people who were trying to do something. 
I promised to send him a copy of the newsletter. 


On the radio this morning I heard that EEC 

police chiefs have a conference coming up at 

which they’11 plan new strategies against cross- 
border crime. Something has to be done to 

smash international drugs cartels and “paedophile 
rings”. It’s laughable. Drugs cartels make untold 
millions, they are targeted because they threaten 
to become richer than the governments. But how do 
the paedophiles represent such a menace? I can only 
think they must be the smokescreen. People get into 
a panic over paedophiles which they don’t 
necessarily over drugs cartels. Once they press 

the paedophile button the police can extend 

their powers in more or less any direction. It’ll 
soon be possible to try people a second (and why 
not a third or a fourth?) time for the same offence. 
People who have committed no offence can now be 
incarcerated without limit of time. Soon they’1l 

do away with juries. Playing the paedophile card 
the police can get away with almost anything. 

It’s a clever ruse. Very few - and my friend in 

the SCCL is certainly not one of them - are 

ready to risk being accused of putting children 

in danger. Under the guise of “protecting the 
children” all sorts of villainy seems to be 
perpetrated. Tell George I wish him all the best 
with AAFAA;: they’re doing sterling work. I admire 


his commitment and bravery in a hard cause. 


Sorry I wasn’t able to write earlier, I’ve 

been in low spirits this past month or so and 

not able to do anything very much. I don’t know 
whether its not being able to do anything (even 
read, never mind write) which causes the 
depression, or the depression which precipitates 
the inactivity. I got a telephone call from a 
mental health expert in the north-east. He told 
me heart-rending stories of how he deals with 

some really pitiful cases (famously described as 
“the bungled and the botched” by his favourite 
philosopher who said “BE HARD”) when they come along 
teetering on the edge of the abyss. He tells 

them God is dead, and that shakes them; it’s as 
good as a push. They either fall over that way, 
into oblivion, and that’s them done for, or fall 
this way, into the guru’s arms, and that’s them in 
hock for a few quid. Either way it’s not much cop 
for the afflicted, whatever it might be for the 
therapist, who has brawny arms and a brass neck. I 
must say I feel for the poor souls. I think I 

must be close kin to some of them. I hardly ever 
sleep now. Every night I put my head on the 
pillow but I’m lucky if I get a half hour’s sleep. 
I’m usually up again after a few minutes. I feel I 
need sleep and desperately want to sleep but 

just can’t. Most nights I spend walking up and 
down hunting up passages I remember from certain 
books. Or trying to recollect words I seem to have 
forgotten. Daft words like prima donna which for 
me is somehow associated with Nietzsche. After a 
long search I found it again during one of my half 
hour sleeps. 


Anyway, enough moans and havers for one day. Trust you 
and yours are all in guid nick. Thought of a trip to dear old 
Donegal for a fortnight - but thought about it too long, till all 
the charm and joy went out of it, and I hadn’t the energy to put 
a foot over the threshold. And by the way, I’m in your debt. 
You’ ve roused me out of a deadly lethargy. This letter is the 
first occasion I’ve switched on the computer in six weeks. Thanks 
for that. I think I’11 maybe get some work done tonight. I’11l 
make a stab at it anyway. 


All the best! 


Farquhar. 


aoe 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S 


23 xi, 99 


Dear John - 


Thanks for letting me know about the BOSLIT 
conference at the Mitchell. I'd have gone along 
all right but unfortunately wasn't really well 
enough. Haven't been out much at all these past 
two months. Your Mavelich translations come 
across well. You ask what I've been doing. Well, 
the answer to that is, not very much. I have a 
kind of novel on the stocks which I scrape and 
daub at for a little while every day. If nothing 
else it keeps my belief in myself alive. I don't 
have the energy to do much more. I notice that 
that is one thing your translations are not 
short of - energy. It must be your Sutherland 
upbringing having its say. Yes, that was a good 
night in John Smith's. I got a letter from John 
Reilly a while back talking about a second 
anthology. I promised him a piece but have not 
yet decided what to send him. Has he been in touch 
with you? I honestly don't know if the project is 
still on the cards. Contact him and see. And 
talking of James Barke, I happened to pick up 
three of his Burns novels in the summer there at 
the Barras market. He's a writer I have always 
avoided - never sure why, maybe he was just too 
popular when he first came to my notice, which 
would be around 1950 when I was guided more by 
instinct than anything else. At last I've been 
reading and enjoying him. Nevertheless I think 
my instincts were right enough. It's not the 
most dazzling prose, is it? It's a bit slow, 
prosaic and rather dull along the way, yet 
strangely captivating all the same. These days 

I seem to be more at ease with Barke’s pace. 

I'd like to hear how you find him. 


Hope everything is OK your end. 


Addio for now. 


Tg 


Si ORE 
OF 


Bsmt.Flat 

6 Balvicar Dr. 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


Zo. Pera OO, 


Dear John - 


Just a line to wish you all the very best for 
2000 & beyond. Ben Mullin was in touch recently, 
telling me about the wonders of the internet & 
urging me to get online without delay. He had 
downloaded a whole bunch of left-wing stuff from 
around the globe. It certainly gets the message 
out. I wonder have you thought of making use of 
it yourself for Guy’s work or your own? I think 
you should. The electronics still have me baffled 
but Ben seems to have the hang of it. Drop him a 
few words at 52 Nith St. Riddrie, Glas. He’ll fiil 
you in on the possibilities, & anyway he’ll be 
glad to hear from you. He’s still with the Water 
Board, a year or two till retirement. The stories 
of how they treat the workers in that place wouid 
make your hair stand on end. 


T trust all is well with you. I don’t know 
whether you remember Jimmy Daniel. He was a 
regular visitor at the Strickland Press & in 

fact brought me along to my first USM meeting. 

He is now settled in Aberdeen. We were talking 

on the phone about a week ago & he was asking 
about you. A while back I sent him a copy of 

Come Dungeons Dark. He thought it was outstanding. 


Look after yourself. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
G42 SOS 


Dear Ben - 


This advert for “Hidden Hearing” came 
in the door the other day. In case you 
didn’t get one & might be interested 
T thought I’d send this on to you. It 
sounds great to me but you probably know 
about these devices & no doubt there’s a 
catch price-wise. 


A week or so ago I found myself in a clearing- 
out mood. I attacked some old boxes of papers 
and stuff. I spent a whole day binning three 
laundry bags. It made hardiy a dent in the 
clutter, some of it the rubbish of forty years 
or more. Then I tired & the mood wore off befor 
i got the chance to make any impact. 


Sorry I missed your phone call last week. Hope 
everything’s going well with yourself & family. 
Sent “Another Book to Burn” to JD. He was 
enthusiastic about the story - old Mark with his 
suitcases, etc. Brought back some old memories, 
I suppose. Forty year-old memories, 


T’m still trying to look you out a copy of the 
MacAllan anthology. It’s in all the bookshops 

in town, but 1 can get a 40% discount if I order 
straight from Polygon. 

All the best for now. 


Sincerely, 


Farguhar. 


LAT: Sih 6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow 


G42 80S 


7 June 2001 


Dear Jeff - 


I’m writing to ask a favour of you. I’ve just completed 


a novel, Sad Tales, and am about to submit it to Cape, and 


I was wondering if maybe you could back me up in some way - 


to give the ms a boost. I was going to send the ms to you, 


but I think I’m imposing enough as it is without asking you, 


straight out of the blue, to plough through four hundred 


pages of somebody’s manuscript when you have your own work 
to get through. Maybe you could suggest who would be best to 
send it to at Cape. Would you contact me and let me know how 
you feel about this? I hope all is well with yourself and 
family. Sorry for this intrusion but I’m feeling at a bit of 
a loss now that the work is done and I have to face the so- 


called real world and try and sell the goods. 


All the best, 


Farquhar. 


Basement Flat 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S 


Tel: 424 3067. 
11 July 2001. 


Liz Small 

NWP 

Pentagon Centre 

36 .Washington Street 
Glasgow G3 8AZ. 


Dear Liz Small: 


I think with this novel a brief summary will hardly be of 
much help. My book is based more on character and situation than 
events. It is not a crime novel in the usual sense. It is more 
a comic romance with a satirical edge. Unlike crime fiction with 
its goodies and baddies, I try to evoke the hidden alignments 
between the two, and at different levels. Maybe SUSPECT 
ALIGNMENTS would be a better title, putting the material into 


clearer focus. 


In Part I, Depositions, this old guy Boots, a freelance 


sales representative, opens his life to our inspection. He tells 


us about the people he has known and things he has done at 
different periods in his life. We hear of Desmond, a young friend 
from the past, who went away to become a priest. We hear of 
Caspar, a murderer, who has been placed in Nethercairn, a secure 
facility for psychopaths and deviants, and has turned to art and 
engineering with great success. We meet Clara, the next-door 
neighbour of Boots. And also Abe the one-legged grass, and his 
good buddy Det. Inspector Dunstan Leonard, “a notorious 


fabricator of lying accounts”. We meet Vlad the wall scrawler. 


Part II, Nethercairn, is almost wholly in dialogue. The 
Superintendent, Dr Lufft, has agreed to preside over a Think~In 
on Crime and Deviant Behaviour. He has given the OK for cameras 
and public to be admitted. It is being filmed live on TV before 
an invited audience. Experts on crime and deviancy from all over 
Scotland have been assembled. These include everybody from Lord 
Dimpark, “who has filled five jails”, to Anita Groffe, Caspar 
Kliengast’s art therapist, a girl with a revolutionary technique 
in character-analysis. She has conclusive proof that Kliengast 
will not revert. A host of well-known Scots characters make up 
the audience and say their say for good or ill. Here the satire 
is keenest. In the end Caspar and Anita “take off” in his home- 
made dirigible, The Structure Vivant 2020. This is to be on 
exhibition at the Three Eyes where Caspar will make a personal 
appearance as the dancer when his parole comes through. On the 
other hand, the failed priest Desmond will have to do his time. 


He gives up praying, which is thought to be a good sign. 


Part III, Last Light, sees the reunion of Desmond and Boots. They 
go drinking and Boots takes Desmond home to his squat. Desmond 
and Clara hit it off. Boots gets pie-eyed, wanders away, gets 
mugged and tossed into the Clyde (the shallow end). Fished out 
as an attempted suicide, he ends up in a mental hospital where 
he meets Martin, a young manic depressive. Desmond and Clara who 
have taken up together manage to get Boots a council flat thirty 


stories up in the Red Road, the kind of flat which is usually 


unlettable except maybe to asylum seekers. Only Martin ever 


visits. There, along with Martin, he awaits his death. 

I hope this helps. It’s only a bare-bones sketch. It would be 
just as easy for me to send you a disk, so you could run through 
the whole thing. Don’t you want that? Bulky mss in the post can 


be expensive. 


Anyway, thanks for kind remarks. I look forward to hearing from 


you. 


Sincerely 


Farquhar McLay 


Farquhar McLay 


Bsm Flat 
6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 

b 2S s O 67 Glasgow G42 8QS 


Thurs 25 April 2002 


Dear Malcolm - 


Here at last is the ms. There are a couple 

of small changes to be made but mostly to 
layout. For better or worse, this is the 

work as it will appear in publication. I 
honestly don’t know what you’1l make of it. 
You’1l be the first to have read it, apart 
from Tommy & his typesetter at Clydeside. So 
I’1l be looking forward to hearing what you 
think. As to the cover, I honestly don’t know 
what I want. I think it should maybe be a 
little bit subdued but beyond that I have no 
idea. A photograph? A line drawing? A photograph 
which might be seen as depicting some passage 
or character in the book, or even just as a 
pointer to mood. I hope you can help me. And 
I trust things are going OK with yourself. 
I’m leaving this at the desk in Street Level 
as you suggested. Cheerio for now. 


Farquhar. 


(SCO 72 47 @ 


a 


Bsm. Flat 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S 


11 April 2003, 


Dear John — 


two have been Promised but So far remain undelivered, One 
lives in hope, Nevertheless the king word of 4 friend means a 
very great deal indeed ang in the end is likely to be of more 
exalted value than any amount of literary opinion Clogging the 
columns of the Capitalist Press. of that I am quite sure. And 
Once again very many thanks to You, and especially when I 
think of the difficulties you have in reading. fr like the 


Pattially blind William By Prescott with his writing frame 
Called a “noctograph” back in the 1830s, Such Struggles men 


met at your nintieth birthday celebrations. With all good 
wishes, 


Sincrely, 


Farquhar McLay. 


te 


Farquhar Mclay 
Basement Flat 
6 Balvicar Drive 


~~" Oueenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS 


27 May 2003. 


Dear John - 


Excuse delay in replying. In fact I was on the 
point of writing to you when your letter - actually 
your two letters - arrived. But in the doldrums 
myself these past couple of weeks, I was unable to 
resume my letter “you. I note you don’t say a word 
about your spell”in hospital, so I take it 
everything went OK. All strength to you. 


It seems that that novel of mine causes readers 
nothing but confusion. I’m sorry. It may be I 
spent too much time tinkering with the outward 
form and not taking sufficient care over simple 
coherence. Anyway, thanks for the two letters in 
which you strive to make sense of what I wrote. Ala 
I’m the very last person who’d be able to shed 
light on these perplexities. My interpretation 
needn’t be any more valid than the next man’s. 

But your letters were very welcome /*They * 
cheered me up no end and left me thinking 

a little better of myself - no friend can do more. 
I can say one thing, though: I think you’ve got 
closer to the essential core of the novel, whether 
was what I intended or not, that doesn’t matter. 


All good wishes you for your 93'° birthday in six 
weeks time. 
Yours Aye, 


Farquhar. 


S, 


4 


Bsm. Flat 

6, Balvicar Dr. 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QOS. 


Wednesday 31 Dec. 2003. 
3-40 AM.» 


Dear Jim: Just a wee note in place of the telephone call I’ve 
owed you a while now. I’m not sure why exactly but I find it 
easier to write than telephone. I imagine it’s to do with the 
insomnia that’s plagued me on and off for years but has got more 
like a chronic condition in recent months. Some folk read to 
bring on sleep. These days if I try reading when I’m tired like 
this, my mind just wanders, my eyes close, and the book will drop 
from my grasp, but back in bed again I’1l find sleep as elusive 
as ever, and worrisome thoughts back in the saddle. I blame it 
on the medication. My GP vehemently denies it. He claims his 
pills do nothing but good, that it’s all down to me and the 
deplorable state of my cardiovascular system of which I should 
be throughly ashamed. At the root of it all he suuspects alcohol 
abuse. Fortunately typing away at this Pacard Bell I seem most 
ot the time to be able to keep my mind on the job OK, without 

@lling off my chair, pills or no pills. And the net result of 
it all? - a letter to you. 


A freezing 3-40 AM here on the 31°* of December. It dawns on me 
that quite likely yourself and Lorna have made off to a sunward 
place - maybe Cypress or the Costa Brava, as you like to do now 
and again. And New Year seems the ideal time. Anyway, I trust all 
is well with you and yours wherever you are. 


Apart from my family, not in touch with anybody very much at 
present. Still receive the odd newsletter from the SRSP. Pass my 
time reading mostly, dug your “Making Trouble” out this morning 
for a pleasant hour or so along with a pamphlet-sized biography 
of the brave old stone-breaker and Marxist Co-operator Willie 
Nairn from Brechin. He’d get a shock if he could see the Co-op 
Society of the 21% century, would he not? Hugh Savage and Les 
Foster do a good job in highlighting Nairn’s contribution to the 
working— class movement in Scotland towards the close of the 19th 
Century. Of course capitalism remains, but if today poor folk 
have any chance of a decent life it is to Willie Nairn and his 
kIK we owe it. 


Exempted from jury duty on grounds of age. This must mean 
something. I’1ll let the professor work out the ramifications. 


Good luck in coming year and well beyond. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QS. 


4 March 2004. 


Dear Jimmy - 


Pleased you sent the photocopies. I liked the poems 

very much - particularly the lines beginning Where is 
the small, damp-browed professor now? which looks like 
only part of a poem. I take it these are by Borges 
translated by Reid. Maybe you could get me title of 
book, date of publication, etc., and I'll try and get 
hold of a copy. Have textile Fair at Manchester coming 
up this Sunday and Birmingham Bull Ring next Wednesday. 
Have been trying for past two days to get myself psyched 
up. Poems and your letter a good help some way or other. 
The state of my health I am just ignoring. Nothing much 
to be done about age and infirmity. I suppose Borges 

has the wisest take on it - weathering, something he 
would like to do well. One can, maybe, with calmness of 
spirit, achieve this equiibrium. It’s the staying caim 
that’s the hard bit. Talking of which, I’ve been reading 
over John Taylor Caldwell’s memoirs these past few days. 
We know the story pretty well - the brave struggle in the 
Strickland Press over twenty-five years to bring about 
Utopia, and only harrowing death and dissolution and 
failure at the end of it all. It’s everybody’s story more 
or less, I suppose, but from the point of view of the 
Borges poem John strikes me as a fine example of calm 
weathering. Again, thanks for sending these, they give 
much food for thought, all of them. Hope you’re bearing 
up, summer isn’t too far away. May try a day or so in 
the granite city myself when the days warm up. All the 
best for now. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Lomfs Commer Reve Prize | 


Basement 

6 Balvicar Drive 

Queenspark 

Glasgow G42 
80S. 


Freis5i Oect"2007. 
Dearest: Maria - 


David says he'll put this letter in the parcel he's 
sending you with your boots & the other items you asked for. 
He says it will probably be late next week before it's ready, 
but we just learnt this morning that a two-day-a-week, two- 
week (maybe morejpostal strike begins today! They say two days 
leaves a big backlog of mail to be sorted, & they reckon it’11 
be a protracted dispute, so I hope there's no great rush for 
your boots and things. The weather here is pleasant & mild. I 
was out in the dunnie with the heavy-duty shears cutting down 
the bushes at the living-room end. It was like a jungle out 
there, I made quite a wee difference but more is required. 
It’s getting my bulk in and out of this bedroom window that’s 
the real difficulty. Age stiffens the limbs, although to be 
honest I never was very agile or acrobatic. David offers to 
help but he has enough on his plate with the warehouse, & 
anyway I like going at my own pace & in my own time: it used 
to be by choice, now stern necessity. Usually I can get things 
done OK. Two days ago I bought me a bed (looks like quality 
pine) with a good mattress, £114 all told, including delivery 
Charge. It was the last of its line, in fact the display 
model, and as such reduced by near enough a hundred quid. No 
matter, I sleep weli in it. As to the right flooring for the 
kitchen, still dithering. Wish I knew more about carpets. 
Still, we’ll have to choose something pretty soon. We’1l maybe 
surprise you when next you visit, which I hope will be soon. 
We’ll get something you'll be scared to spill your tea on. I 
do miss our talks (arguments, fights) on philosophy & 
religion, theodicy, the joys & rigours of convent life, & the 
ghastly distortions like Guantanama Bay brought about by 
political gangsters worldwide. Somehow the telephone doesn’t 
lend itself to subjects of that nature. My friend Henry 
Gabriel, whom you met here one Sunday evening, was very 
impressed by you. He had lots of flattering things to say, in 
the main that he thought you were a capable woman who knew how 
to handle the difficulties life throws in our path, & would 
undoubtedly give as good as she got, whatever trials befall 
her. He’s a sound judge of character, our Henry, & he’s not 
far off my own opinion. I hope you can make it back here soon. 
I can see you're good for David, that much is plain enough, 
fights or no fights. I love it when you’re about the place, I 
openly declare it: it brightens up the day & fills it with 
promise. 


Sat 6 Oct 07 


Met with another fan of your’s today, May Fellowes. We 
had coffee in Starbucks in Exchange Square. She showed me the 
poster David designed for the Saratoga Trunk website. He’s 
really done a splendid job, really professional-looking. It 
was the first I knew of it, for David has a dread of showing 
off, which I suppose is laudable, yet you wonder if perhaps a 
person can be a bit too modest in this noisy old life. Anyway 
that’s his style and he’s happy with it. May was saying she 
spoke with you on the phone. You couldn’t have a better 
friend, believe me, Maria. We spoke about yourself & David & 
the argie-bargie between the two of you in the shop with May 
as referee. I couldn’t help smiling, you & David are so alike 
in some ways. And as usual it’s nearly always faults very like 
our own that we find hardest to overlook in other people. I 
know this is certainly true in my own case. Nevertheless, I 
have something good to say about myself. At first May was 
hesitant about stopping at Starbucks. It being a fine 
afternoon, the tables & chairs were spread over the square & 
most patrons were swigging alcohol. To the right of us, to the 
left of us, behind us, & in front of us, though the glasses 
overflowed & the nectar slid down thirsty throats, I am 
pleased to report I had not the smallest temptation to stray 
beyond coffee. I have been feeling so well these past few 
weeks, mainly, I’m sure, because I haven’t been drinking, I 
can’t bear the idea of returning to the way I was before. I 
can see now why you kept at me to get some help to run the 
house. I was dead on my feet. I don’t think I said anything at 
the time. During my week in the Vicky I was hallucinating, on 
& off, for several days. Most of the time I thought I was 
undergoing different forms of imprisonment. I had the idea 
that I’d been swept up along with all the other lost & lonely 
tramps and derelicts on the streets of Glasgow & confined in a 
camp for medical research. One night I thought I was in 
Buchanan Street bus station. I got out of bed and wandered up 
& down the ward looking for a taxi. A passerby (a nurse) told 
me it was too early for taxies & I would have to wait for 
daylight. It must be they were drugging the food, covert 
medication they call it, probably to calm us down. I saw the 
same bizarre behaviour in other patients in the first days 
after admission. But whatever they were giving us had anything 
but a calming effect. It made people paranoid. Or it could 
simply have been due to low oxygen levels in the blood, nobody 
tells you much in the A&E geriatric wards. I can laugh now, 
but I don’t want to be in that place (psychologically) or any 
place like it ever again. I think a wee bit sobriety is a 
small price to pay. 


Mon 8 Oct 


I go on about myself the whole time! What about you? 
What’s your job like? Glasgow is filling up fast with not only 
Poles but every kind of Eastern European. Is Italy the same? 
We have Africans too ~ large, fat African ladies with jolly 
faces. What are your new flat-mates like? I hope you're eating 
adequately, I have a feeling you eat too little. Eat the right 
stuff & a live wire like you will continue nice and trim. But 
really I’m not much to be relied upon dietetically. When it 
comes to eating, I’m your greedy gourmet par excellence (& 
likely more greedy than gourmet!}. I thought you got thinner 
while you were here fattening us up. The praise you lavished 
on one or two of my own culinary efforts did not go unnoticed. 
I was pleased to see how much you enjoyed a good tightener. 
What hours do you work? Do you get enough sleep? Never neglect 
your siesta, a sensible custom. Do you still have the little 
chain with the cross that’s always coming away? I know it was 
precious to you. If you like writing letters, or even-if you 
hate writing letters, drop me a line, I don’t care if it’s in 
three or more languages, or how long or how short it is, it’11l 
do fine. Do you have a bike? I’1l bet you swish about the 
place & make Padovan heads turn. Happily the traffic there is 
not like here. Four fatalities on Scotland’s streets last 
weekend. What’s Italian tv like? British tv has gone down the 
stank entirely. They admit raking in millions from quiz game 
frauds, & it turns out even kids’ programmes aren’t straight. 
So somebody loses his job, there has to be a fall guy, but 
does the sharp practice end? I doubt it very much. I think I 
better close here before I bore the pants off you. If not a 
letter, send a card, just a wee minding. Above all enjoy your 
life & take this with the warmest wishes for happy days now & 
to come. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Farquhar, 


{own 


fore Com te Pit, 


Basement Flat 

6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 8QSs. 


Bay xiir OF 


Dearest Maria - 


No, I’m not waiting for the reply to my last. Permit me to 
assume it went astray in the mails like the two British 
government disks you might have heard about in the news. If the 
government’s letters can go missing, why not Maria Prieto’s. 
Anyway, I enjoy writing to you far too much to let ceremony get 
in the way; if I delay any longer the booze or other questionable 
pastime will present itself & I’11 be pretty much a goner as far 
as letters, or for that matter anything else, goes, which will 
be a great pity as, at this time, I’m feeling better than I've 
felt in years. Truth to tell, I'd entirely forgotten what it was 
like to be healthy. Touch wood, 


David says that people’s fluency in speaking a language 
doesn’t necessarily mean they’1ll have the same proficiency in 
writing it. I’m sure that’s true. My mother was a case in point. 
My mother wrote at least once each week when I was on the run in 
Donegal and later while I was in different sanatoria. I still 
possess some of her letters. They are usually in a kind of 
shorthand, conveying bare essentials only. Conversationally she 
could do all that was required of her in English, but in letters 
she was tongue-tied with a vocabulary too arid and meagre to 
match the fullness of her heart and mind. Her real language was 
Gaelic which, like you with Spanish when you came to Britain at 
first, she could only utilize occasionally - usually for the 
Swearie words. (Mind you, it sometimes crossed my mind that it 
was simply innate distrust of putting things in writing that 
blocked her. I get the feeling it might be the same with you. 
Indeed didn’t you almost confess as much one day here when we 
were talking about keeping diaries?) 


I was thinking I could maybe try picking up some Spanish in 
readiness for our next encounter, whenever that might be. But 
then I remembered something. I remembered that there is no 
striking a bargain with time. There was a man who lived 
hereabouts - Morris Symons by name. We got to know each other at 
the Barras where Morris with his mother and father, elderly Jews 
from Russia, worked the stall next to ours, selling second-hand 
clothing; at that time Kate & I sold toys & novelties. When he 
retired Morris told me he was taking a class in Yiddish at the 
Jewish Institute in Coplaw Street. He told me about a man he'd 
met there. It was a strange case. Looked at in one way, Morris 
felt the man’s story boosted his morale. Taken another way, he 
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felt very dispirited when he thought ahout it. This man was well 
into his seventies. He had, it seems, attended the Institute a 
couple of years before & mastered French, German, Italian & 
Spanish with the utmost ease, although he'd hardly looked inside 
a book since leaving school at fourteen. He’d been apprenticed 
to a tailor in the Gorbals where he worked for thirty or more 
years, till the big combines put the the small tailoring shop out 
of business. The poor guy had missed his vocation as languages 
were obviously his thing. He chose the wrong trade, no doubt 
about that. And time, alas, had run out for him. He never managed 
to visit any foreign country and practice his new skills in real 
life. He never even got to read very much in any foreign 
literature, for his eyesight had weakened badly. Time had made 
it all of no avail. So the Gorbals tailor died & Morris was 
remembering him as the man who missed his vocation. He was a 
linguist of genius. How he must have wished, Morris would say, 
that he’d taken some risks when he was younger, and made a break 
from the dark wee shoppe in the Gorbals before it was too late. 
It was a sad case of what might have been. That was Morris's 
view. I could never see it quite like that. It could be the man 
missed his vocation; maybe. But along with his vocation other 
things would certainly have come; no one can say what things, 
whether good or bad. It is a consideration I think which makes 
nonsense of all such regrets. So if you are saying manana to 
writing letters, I suppose I must say manana to learning Spanish. 
But we won’t indulge in vain regrets. You must not feel guilty 
for not writing. If you feel guilty for not writing, I'll feel 
guilty for writing & lose the pleasure it gives me. That means 
we'll have two unhappy people: me for writing, you for not. That 
does nobody any good. We must see we do not add to the aggregate 
of misery in the world? That’s the main thing, right? 


And talking of language, this may be of interest to you. 
I'm enclosing an item cut from an Irish newspaper and very kindly 
handed in to us by Mrs O'Donnel, our next-door neighbour, whom 
you've met. The man in the photograph, Seosamh Mac Grianna 
(Greene in English) is David’s great great uncle on my side. He 
was the finest living exponent of Gaelic writing when he suddenly 
quit in 1935. A new biography, Mireanna Saoil has just been 
published. His house was close-by my mother’s in Rann na Feirste, 
County Donegal. He had a tragic life. His wife and son both 
killed themselves. He was locked up for the last thirty-one years 
of his life in St Conal’s psychiatric hospital in Letterkenny. 
I do have a strong recollection of seeing him once. It was early 
in 1953, he was up at his house, high on a hill, hoeing his 
vegetable patch at phenomenal speed. People looked away. 


You know, I understand perfectly your being attracted to 
life in a convent. That longing for quietude & time to meditate 
is a strong part of my own make-up. What amazes me is how easy 
you find it to share a flat with strangers! That is brave. That 
kind of strength I can admire. I honestly don’t think I could do 
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it. Do you get sufficient privacy? Sufficient quietness? I'd be 
in terror of noise, hubbub, music, as it is sometimes called. 
Then there's conversation and Good Morning! and Good Night! No, 
no! I think I’d go crazy in a week, no quicker, two days, one 
night! And you can’t blame it all on my age. I felt exactly the 
same way when I was your age, & even when I was half your age I 
would not have been strong enough to endure it. So I stand back 
in wonderment and fascination and offer you my sincerest 
admiration! I hope you take my advice & keep a diary. You can let 
me have a faithful translation when the time is ripe. Or failing 
that, David has a good Spanish dictionary, I’11 tease out your 
meaning. 


Iam taking. your advice & knocking back all invitations 
which might involve drink. You know I’m far too weak, I know you 
do, This time of year we have a lot of commemorations - Robert 
Burns, John MacLean, the New Year itself, where drinking plays 
some part. In this kind of company refusing alcohol is blasphemy. 
Ifve learnt by experience that I'm too weak to refuse. For safety 
Sake I’m giving them all a miss. 


Perhaps I’d better close here on the third sheet or I’1l 
ramble on forever. You have been kind & treated me better than 
I ever deserved. I know & I do not forget. A tender kiss in these 
clumsy words a poor thank~you. I hope you will be with us again 
soon. Don’t leave it too long. Once you said to-me, You can’t 
have everything you want! To which I replied, But I don’t want 
everything, who said I wanted everything? 0, aye! It’s a queer 
old world. Why is it that the things we cannot have are somehow 
always EVERYTHING? Be good to yourself, that’s what I say. I’m 
sure you're gaining weight by now, in the land of pasta, which 
I know you ilove. Maybe I take no alcohol, but I eat a lot of 
chocolate. I too am gaining weight. David eats plenty «& only the 
best but somehow manages to stay the same. 


So here’s wishing you all good things in the coming year! 
And don’t be downhearted however tough things may seem to be from 
time to time. Keep in mind the words of Sancta Terese: Let 
nothing disturb thee, nothing affright thee, all things are 
passing. 


Adio for now. Hope to see you soon. 


Farquhar. 


> 


Sie ett Basement 
6, Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S. 


17 iii os. 


Dear Stan - 


Thank you for the obits on Archie. Looking at his book after 
forty Years, it seems time (thus far) has failed to land any 
really fatal blows. This Surprises me. The gory slaughterhouse 
Scenes, which Archie revels in, would seem to be out of kilter 
with today’s Animai Rights and food safety concerns. Couple that 
with Archie's moralism ~ hig strange incumbencies, as he puts it 


in 2008, when the homeless are put up in hotels, can find a 
helpful Perspective on Mat Craig, would-be author? You were 
asking about Eleanor’s dad. He was the optician Slain. She told 


With all good wishes, hope to see you soon. 
Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


J.P. McLay 


beg ee 6, Balvicar Drive 
yo Queenspark 
oes 4 > Glasgow G42 80s. 
23 April os. 


CICA 
Tay House 
Bath St. 


Reference: G/8/212277 ~ cwo7. 


Dear Sir/Madam - 


received at the hands of my attacker in the 
incident at my home over a year ago. 


I may tell You there were no Less than 
five puncture wounds on my legs and back. The 


As of this moment I can find no appreciable 
Scarring. The wounds required only one or two 
sutures each and the surgical seams are now, 
more than a year later, fairly lost among the 
Seams of age and vascular decrepitude throughout 
my Seventy-four year old carcass. 


Anyway the real Scarring is inside, not out, 
I never open the door any more. IT never go out. 


phone. I live a life of Suspended animation which 
is not easy to bear. That’s the whole thing. 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar Mchay. 


Basement 

6 Balvicar Drive 

Queenspark 

Glasgow G42 8QS 
27 iv 08 


Dearest Maria - 


David was saying you were asking why I had not contacted you 
for such a long time, actually since December 2007, I think. Well 
it is not because I didn’t want to. But as you surely appreciate, 
the impulse weakens when it’s all one-way traffic. I love writing 
to you. Of course I would love also to receive a reply & it’s 
hard for me to find a reason for you not replying, even with a 
postcard, except maybe that you don’t altogether welcome my 
letters. As usual I probably got this wrong. I know I tend to 
indulge myself a wee bit and go over the top when it comes to the 
written word, so it wouldn’t surprise me if you thought it best 
not to encourage too many letters. Whatever the way of it, it 
seems to me a letter is certainly about due: for me to compose 
& Maria to receive. 


Iam all the time athirst for information regarding you, I 
keep asking after you. I would write every day if news of you 
filtered back even just occasionally. I hear you may be visiting 
us in June. Alas I was expecting you in February, I don’t know 
what gave me that idea. Maybe I was intoxicated. Mayhap I 
imagined talking with you on the telephone & hearing you whisper 
February, my dear, I shall be with you in February. That was a 
dream, no? A kind of happy dream, although in fact February was 
a terrible month for cold & wet & only dire necessity drove one 
out of doors. In a way I was glad you were not here to suffer it, 
sunk though I was in disappointment as the days passed & no 
Maria. Never mind, June will be good. The warmer days have 
already arrived. I am busy thinking up things we could do 
together without making myself a nuisance. You can have no idea 
how it pleases me, how happy I am, when you are with us. I don’t 
like confessing it in any fuller sense for fear of blowing the 
whole thing. It is a pity & hard for me to acknowledge but some 
things just cannot & are better not put into mere words. Words 
can waste things, I know for a certainty. 


So I bid you adieu for the present. I do hope everything is 
well with you in sunny Padova. Are you still dreaming your dream 
of a convent retreat as a penitent? I can think of nobody better 
suited to the life, in the shorter term, that is. The strenuous 
fasts and strict observance of silence and outdoor labour and 
other ascetic practices would awaken the spirit in you and leave 
you joyous. Then neither in the past nor the future would there 
be anything to fret over. I like to think of you in your 
moonlight cell, deep in meditation. And I steal in upon you 
there, in the wee sma’ oors before the break of dawn and... And 
there I best get a grip on myself. I was damn near away with it 


that time. Not a whit of sense for all my grey hairs! A reprobate 
to the end, 


it’s true. I need some praying for! Send for the 
abbot! 


Here’s a tender little lingering kiss & a clasp of your 
hand, 


Farquhar. 


Farquhar. 


6 Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow GA2 8Q5S. 


12 May 2008, 


Dear Jim - 


Here is the Irish newspaper review of Seosamh Mac 
Grianna: Mireamma Saoil, the biography of a great uncle of 
mine who was in Rann na Feirste,- County Donegal, when I was 
living there in the early 1950s. It tells a grim tale, I think 
you'll agree. I remember seeing the man back then, some 
distance away, high up, hoeing in his patch of garden, hoeing, 
it seemed to me, at a tremendous pace. He’d been away for some 
months. His sudden appearance there took everybody by 
surprise. We all stared. Then somebody said, Don’t gawp at the 
man, and everybody looked away, and that was my last and .only 
glimpse of Seosamh. A few weeks ago my next-door neighbour, 
also from the Gaeltacht, handed me in the cutting. She knows 
the histories and intertwining connections between all the 
families in that area. In such places people and events live 
long in the memory, and perhaps all the more with exiles like 
herself. Anyway, I am beholden to her. Nothing has touched me 
as deeply as the tragedy of Seosamh Mac Grianna in a long 
time. I am hoping your son can find out more for me, the 
publishers name is in the review, and maybe there is a 
translation in the offing. I certainly hope so. Or perhaps 
some of Mac Grianna’s own work has been put into English. 
Anything he can discover about the man I'd be very grateful 
for. Hope all is well your end, 


Sincerely, 


Farquhar. 


Basement 

& Balvicar Drive 
Queenspark 
Glasgow G42 80S. 


14 viii 08. 


Dear David ~ 


Just a wee note to say thank you for 
searching out this stuff on Jimi & Joe 
Fheilimi, the MacGrainna brothers, great 
uncles of mine. Happy to learn there’s 

an Engiish translation of the Pol O’Muiri 
biog of Joe. I’ve sent away for it. A 

woman next-door to tie here, who handed me 
in a copy of the review of O'Muiri’s book 
in Ixvish which she feund in a Donegal 
newspaper, is a Ranafast woman herself. 

She knew the family as near neighbours 

years back & the brothers as authors met 
with frequently in Gaelic lessons at the 
school, She'd been chary of mentioning the 
subject before because of Joe’s sad 

history, but now he was gone... I’m glad 
she spoke up. She keeps telling me I should 
go over. I don’t know. I’ve been out of touch 
with my Gaeltacht cousins a long while. In my 
childhood Ranafast was a wonderful place for 
happy holidays; in youth, a refuge from 

the military & Korea; in old age? the lord 
knows. From what I hear nobody farms. 

They have. running water, electric light, TV, 
carpets, telephones - ali unknown there in 
the 1950s. I don’t think Ii’d like it much. 

I doubt whether Jimi of Joe would either, 
But who can say for sure? My mother for 

one would have welcomed the change = less 
hard graft. Anyway, thanks again for your 
help. Hope your work is going well. 


Sincerely, 


Farguhar McLay. 


